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A LESSON IN THE PSYCHOLOGY OF DECEPTION. 
By Dr. C. C. Carrer. 
PREFACE. 


This paper bears a certain logical relation to that on slate- 
writing frauds in the Proceedings, Vol XIV. To a large extent, 
the same psychological motives and mechanisms are exemplified 
on the part of deceivers and the deceived respectively, in both 
cases. In the one case the slate-writer was the chronic and cold- 
blooded deceiver, and in the other case the deceivers were the 
prankish conspirators of Fairfield County, probably headed by 
some leader into an epidemic of dishonorable amusement. In 
the former case an intelligent lawyer was led by degrees into a 
maze of mystification from which he has not yet emerged; in 
the present instance, an intelligent physician was also entangled 
in mystification, but was at no time free from misgivings, and 
gradually lay hold of the clues which at length led to the discovery 
of the general means by which the illusions had been produced. 

Probably in many instances, the desire in mature life to 
astonish and mystify others could be traced back to incidents in 
childhood, which have made an indelible conscious or subcon- 
scious impression. By playing tricks which astonish its elders 
the child fulfills the natural desire of attracting attention and 
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admiration, of making itself conspicuous. The practice likewise 
becomes an interesting game, and so incites the play-factor. And, 
finally, there is that about it which appeals to the imagination; 
the child becomes an actor on a mimic stage. The beginnings 
may take their rise from a mere accident. The child has unin- 
tentionally done something which strikes its elders as remarkable 
and strange, upon which it ventures to repeat the performance 
and to enlarge upon it. Once entered upon the path of deception, 
it is hard to withdraw. There may have been no particularly 
culpable intent. Nevertheless, it is important that the state of 
things should be early discovered and the tendency gently cor- 
rected, else there will probably be mischief to pay later in life. 
If the facts were known, it might be discovered that the Daven- 
ports and Slades, the Diss Debars and Keelers, planted the seed 
of what grew to be professional imposition upon the public in 
the form of successful incidents of play-mystification in early 
childhood. 

There is of course, in the case of the professionals, an element 
which does not enter into the incidents of childhood, and that is 
the money-motive. But that is the general rule, that tastes 
formed in early years point out the way to a livelihood. And, 
in the case of grown-ups there often is, when the’ mercenary 
motive is absent, the teasing motive not so frequently found in 
cases of this particular character with children. But the love 
of astonishing and mystifying others often survives undimin- 
ished in mature life. Witness the case of Psalmanazar, who in 
the 18th century fooled many scholars of England and the Con- 
tinent by his graphic descriptions of the people and customs of 
a then little known island, which he had never visited, and with 
a language which with infinite pains he manufactured out of his 
own brain. This same passion must have actuated James Mac- 
Pherson, else he would have claimed individual credit for the 
Ossianic poetry, instead of attributing it to the ancient Gaels. 
The Moon Hoax of Edgar Allen Poe and certain of the astound- 
ing practical jokes of Theodore Hook are cases in point, while 
many more might be cited. 

As intimated, the attempts to play upon Doctor Carter prob- 
ably first started in the brain of some one person. He may have 
been actuated by personal dislike or some other unknown motive, 
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but more probably by the childish instinct of fun. The physician 
was known to be interested in occult matters, and probably some 
one was aware of his desire to be a personal witness of some 
such phenomenon as he had met in his reading. As person after 
person was drawn into.the conspiracy the contagion of amuse- 
ment grew, and the spectacular possibilities of the general situ- 
ation, appealing to the dramatic or play-acting instinct, added 
their stimulus. Any humanitarian concern for the individual 
who was the object of the plot was drowned in the pleasure 
derived from the game. In one aspect, the performance, in its 
obliviousness of individual rights and feelings, belonged in the 
same category with the enjoyment of the Roman populace when 
a victim was being torn to pieces by the lions. Since they were 
unaware until the very end of the play that the Doctor had any 
suspicions of the tricks being played, no charity can be extended 
to the conspirators on that account. 

On the other hand, the psychological processes by which a 
person of culture and keen intelligence may for a time be mysti- 
fied and at a loss to explain phenomena which at a later date 
are mapped out with fair thoroughness, are not difficult to 
analyze. I shall not do this in any extended fashion, especially 
since Doctor Carter has gone into this phase of the subject with 
entire frankness himself. He narrates how the traditional history 
of the region, with its many alleged mysterious happenings, had 
predisposed his mind. He also sees clearly that the fervency of 
his desire to witness something of the kind said to have happened 
so often, further predisposed him. His very faith in human 
nature, in part springing from his own native kindliness, made it 
seem wholly unlikely that a plot involving a series of deliberate 
and inconsiderate falsifications could have been entered into by 
sO many conspirators. 

But there are other elements that rose directly out of the 
situation. The “ ghosts” performed their antics by night, at the 
hours when the human powers are undergoing their periodical 
ebb. But, particularly, darkness or semi-darkness favors illusion. 
Even when one’s emotions are not otherwise excited, a famil- 
iar scene at night may take on an appearance unfamiliar and 
uncanny. But, when from a combination of causes, the emotions, 
coupled with expectancy, are in full activity, the possibilities of 
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illusions of various species are multiplied. Again, the simple 
strain of continued gazing into the shadows causes fatigue of 
eye and brain, which is provocative of illusions. The Doctor 
also has, what many share and many lack, a vivid visualizing 
ability. As he tells us, he can in the- broad daylight, in full 
consciousness of what he is about, see faces and forms on rocks 
and other natural objects. Such a person is especially liable 
under the conditions of the nightly adventures, to magnify, 
transform and systematize the details of objects which he dimly 
sees. If in the daylight, in a calm frame of mind, he could see 
men, horses and bicycles which did not objectively exist, but 
were simply day-dream wish-fulfilments,' as is his firm opinion, 
much more was he likely in the shadows of evening, under the 
stress of emotion, unconsciously to help out and exaggerate the 
excellence of the illusions, probably produced in all cases by very 
simple means, which were practiced upon him. This also would 
be wish-fulfilment, for he was all the while hoping that he might 
be privileged to witness phenomena comparable to those handed 
down by tradition. The view that the tricks in themselves were 
not of that superior excellence that the witness still attributes to 
them, the impression being partly the result of his constructive 
imagination, is enforced by considering that certain permanent 
objects, a shed, a fence, etc., were found in the daylight, not to 
be where, or in the same condition as, they seemed to be when 
they furnished a part of the setting of the ghostly illusions. 

It should not be considered an indictment of the intelligence 
of Dr. Carter that for a time, in spite of doubts and questions, 
he did not find it easy to resolve these. That he had doubts and 
questions which would not down, that he remained of the investi- 
gating spirit even when most under the spell of the illusions, was 
his salvation. Many a man, who when the whole story is laid 
before him flatters himself that he would have seen through the 
imposture at once, would not only have failed to do this, but 
would have remained bejuggled and obfuscated to the end of 
the play. 

Doctor Carter will now speak for himself. Most of the names 
of persons are changed. Any further comment will be made 
in the form of brief notes.—Editor. 
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THE HaAunTED LANE, THE GRAF GuHosts, THE BLACK HorsE 
AND THE GHOsTs OF CLEARCREEK. 


The experience which I shall narrate has been one of the most 
interesting and remarkable of my whole lifetime. It was dramatic 
and impressive not only because of the ingenuity and skill of certain 
persons involved but because of natural surroundings and conditions. 
It is a region of hundreds of beautiful sandstone bluffs and deep 
rocky ravines. In many of these places but little utilized the scenery 
is primitive and must look much as it did thousands of years ago. 
In the natural conservatories grow a greater variety of trees and 
plants than in any other equal area in the United States. Many of 
the rocks still show the grooves and furrows channeled by the 
ancient glaciers and icebergs. In other places the rocks are worm- 
holed, weathered, torn, blasted and riven by earthquakes and lightning. 
From many of the Hocking hills a vast panorama of undulating hills, 
narrow valleys, field and forest spreads before the observer. It 
has not the grandeur of the mountains but a beauty of variety and 
irregularity that does not overwhelm the observer by its immensity. 
The chief area I shall designate as Clearcreek for convenience. The 
swift stream known as Clearcreek takes its course through the 
southern part of Madison Township into Hocking county. It winds 
among high, steep, thickly wooded hills where, here and there, a 
beetling cliff adds a touch of grandeur to the scene. The hilly, rough 
and sandy road becomes a thing of beauty as it winds its tortuous 
way along the narrow bank past base of hill and rock where in 
places interlacing branches make fairy bowers. 

The Hocking hills have been the scene of many dark and un- 
avenged tragedies, but we can refer to only a part of them. For 
several years past, I have traveled over this area on bicycle and 
tramping jaunts so that I have become familiar with the most in- 
teresting parts of it. The Ridge road, the backbone of the haunted 
area, extends southward for ten miles from Lancaster to Clear- 
creek. South of Clearcreek and partly parallel with it is a high 
range of hills known as Tar Ridge. From the east end, there is 
an extensive view over a sea of high and deep hills and hollows 
with much forest. No buildings are to be seen, and it is as lonesome 


-as if it were in the mountains a thousand miles from civilization. 


The sparse population was formerly much given to tar boiling and 














260 Journal of the American Society for Psychical Research. 


basket making. Unable any longer to make a living in the unpro- 
ductive hills, many have gone to the towns. They have been of a 
poor and uneducated class and the former moral status was rather 
inferior. 

I have been told of many hauntings on Tar Ridge. One man 
states that he heard heavy blows on the sides of Adelphi Rock 
school-house on a moonlight night when no one was to be seen 
about. When going up a hollow, he heard a constant thrashing in 
the dry leaves ahead of him but no one was to be seen. A woman 
said she was visiting a sick woman near Adelphi Rock when she 
saw something like an immense white turkey gobbler walk into the 
yard. This scared her into the house. Then there is the tale of 
two young bloods who came on horseback from Pickaway county 
to call on a couple of girls south of Adelphi Rock. On their way 
home during the night, they encountered something like a huge 
black dog near the Rock which ran into a big pile of brush near 
the road. One of the boys, cursing, swore that he would ride over 
that brush pile and kill that dog. While so engaged, a big, black 
“thing ” leaped up on the horse behind him and rode all the way 
down the terrific Kocher hill before it deserted him. There was 
said to be a haunted house on the Ridge where a woman is believed 
to have poisoned her soldier husband and afterwards her lover. 
One man told me that he was fond of spending evenings at a house 
on the Ridge. While on his way home one cold night when there 
was snow on the ground he heard the constant soft patter of a 
horse’s hoofs ahead of him but could never catch up with or see 
any horse. The sound finally seemed to turn off into one of the 
hollows. He imagined it was his friend Pasco on his way home. 
The next day he called at Pasco’s and charged his friend with the 
offense. Pasco disclaimed it, and during the argument the elder 
Pasco came in and told them that the same kind of a sound had 
been heard before. Pasco once told me that a black horse with 
headless rider had been seen on the Ridge. Latham told me that a 
friend of his was riding horseback along the Ridge one zero night 
when there was snow on the ground. Near the Morgan school- 
house he heard the crying of children and soon saw two babies seated 
on a log near the school-house and crying. His horse became un- 
manageable, he was obliged to ride home. He came back the next 
morning to investigate but was unable to find any children or foot 
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prints in the snow. My friend also states that one morning before 
the teacher came, the children looked through the shutters of the 
school room and saw a black “thing” leaping about from desk to 
desk. Nothing unusual was found when the door was opened. We 
wonder if these tales are without foundation. Mr. S. told me of 
a little hollow at the base of Tar Ridge and southwest of an ancient 
stone work, where the sound of a baby crying could sometimes be 
heard on the ground at a certain spot. It was most apt to be heard 
on damp or rainy evenings. As to the cause, it was said that a 
Pasco girl, living on the hill side, had thrown her illegitimate infant 
into the hollow to die. As Mr. S. had been living in town for a 
good many years he did not know whether the sound was heard 
any more or not. His wife confirmed the stories of haunting. Mr. 
S. was once cutting a small field of corn on the hillside. While 
resting awhile he asserts that for several minutes he heard music as 
of hundreds of voices and of many musical instruments, while he 
was wide awake. It happens that I had been in the little hollow a 
few times when I had called on a Mr. H. to visit him and the 
stone-work. It was there that I was first shown the action of the 
divining rod indicating water. Recently, I met Mr. H. in town and 
inquired of him. He stated that although he had lived at the foot 
of the hollow for over ten years he had never heard the baby-crying 
sound altho he had been told of it. He said that there was a baby 
buried near the spring. A man told me that while going through 
a cornfield toward home on Clearcreek one moonlight night he heard 
terrible screams like the voices of his wife and children. When he 
got to the house on the hill he found all was well. Latham told 
me that when Pasco lived in a house southwest of the town no one 
could sleep in that house at nights unless a light was left in the 
room. Otherwise a man and woman would be seen who would 
continually jerk the covers off the bed. At a later time, a Miss 
Pasco told me that while her brother lived in that house, there would 
also be heard a hammering and sawing noise and a racket on the 
kitchen stove. It was said that a gypsy couple had lived in the house 
for a while. They suddenly disappeared and when blood was found 
up stairs and down, it was supposed that the man had murdered his 
wife and child and concealed the bodies. 

Six miles south of Lancaster is the Boys’ Industrial School, a 
large public institution for the care and training of delinquent boys. 
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Many fine buildings have been erected on the rocky hills, and nature 
and the landscape artist have made of this grand park the most 
beautiful institution grounds in the state. We will call it hereafter 
the State Farm. At the north boundary is a large stone arch, erected 
several years ago. Hereafter, when we use the expression “ near 
the arch,” it will be used regardless of whether the Arch existed at 
the time or not. It serves to localize the incidents. South of the 
State Farm in particular, the hollows become deeper and great 
basins extend before the view. Buildings are scarce but trees are 
plentiful and there are many patches of thick, brushy woods making 
dark and lonesome places. 

At the Base of the terrific Pratt Hill on Clearcreek is an over- 
hanging bluff known as the Written Rock. In the pioneer times 
it was decorated with crude Indian paintings and there were carved 
names and words in a foreign language also on a smaller adjacent 
rock. All this was destroyed by blasting for the bridge and by a 
great fire of stored corn fodder. The old Pratt house nearby, was 
said to have been haunted and like many other of the haunted houses 
was eventually burned down. At one time, a young girl was shot 
and killed in the house during a dance. It was claimed to have been 
accidental but it was a dubious case. Ghosts have been seen it is 
said, about the Written Rock. There was the Cowles family up 
the creek, of bad reputation; it has been asserted that seven people 
mysteriously disappeared on the Cowles farm. ‘Then the Godneys 
were of suspicious reputation. It is said that a furloughed Union 
soldier in the sixties stopped at Cowles’s for information as to 
certain relatives. Cowles claimed to have accompanied him as far 
as the Written Rock for final directions. The soldier was never 
heard of afterwards. Then there was a clock tinker who disap- 
peared, and was supposed to have been murdered and buried in one 
of the hollows. Altho no dead body was ever found, one Haven 
was convicted of the crime and sent to prison. It would seem that 
the troubled spirit of the murdered peddler became the chief agitator 
of the Clearcreek atmosphere. Other tragedies have occured about 
there, even up to the recent months. A boy once uncovered a small 
human skeleton under a small rock on the hillside. It is said that 
a human skeleton was unearthed by blasting for the bridge. Other 
hauntings will be mentioned later on. This then is the region which 
excites the imagination, makes the mind receptive and the emotions 
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responsive to the expectation of ghosts when they are said to be as 
thick as hops. 

It is well now to narrate the story of the Black Horse, the black 
phantom, as it was told to me. When I was a little boy, there was 
a Dr. W. practicing medicine in Lancaster and he was at that time 
our family physician. After 1870 he removed to Columbus, Ohio, 
and eventually died there. While I resided in Columbus, I spent a 
great deal of time in the drug-store of one Creasy, who once 
graphically told me the story as it had been related to him by 
Dr. W. Dr. W. received a request to call on a sick woman, in the 
hills beyond the State Farm. Late that night he arrived at the 
isolated farm house in a deep hollow and found her very sick. The 
neighbors who were there told of the serious condition and the doctor 
started homeward at midnight. While driving up a hill he heard 
ahead of him the clatter of a galloping horse coming toward him. 
After he had gotten on the high ground and partly around a curve 
near a school-house, he saw coming toward him in the moonlight, 
a riderless black horse, at full speed. This alarmed the doctor and 
frightened his own horse which he sought to soothe. On came the 
black horse and when right upon him it threw up its head and 
vanished! This disturbed the doctor a good deal. He was afraid 
it was a bad omen and meant that his patient would die. The next 
morning he went to see his father, an aged minister. After hearing 
the story the old man said, “ My son, it must have been an halluci- 
nation of the mind.” When the doctor arrived at the farmhouse 
the next night, he found his patient much better. He so informed 
the inquiring neighbors and then said, “ Now I want to tell you 
what I saw last night after I left you.” They at once spoke up, 
“We know, we know, you saw the Black Horse, didn’t you. We 
know about him, we have seen him.” In my explorations of the 
region I afterward asked many old residents about the legend. I 
found a few who had heard of it. A friend in Columbus informed 
me that he had heard his father who was a retired minister and who 
had come from the very spot, almost, tell of this very thing. 

I have a friend, Dr. J., who believes in enjoying life as he goes 
along and so sets apart many evenings for social enjoyment. In 
November, 1919, he invited me to assist him in some orchestra- 
playing at the home of one of his friends. During the supper which 
followed Dr. J. began talking with a gentleman in a vague way 
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about some strange experience he had recently had while making 
a call in the country, one evening. I could only gather fragmentary 
statements. I had written some sketches of purported experiences 
of mine of a mysterious and humorous nature while in the country 
at night, in Hocking county. Dr. J. made some reference to them 
and threatened to take me to a place in the country some night where 
I would get the scare of my life. He would give me no satisfaction 
as to the place or nature of the thing. Then he asserted that about 
ten years ago he had made some night calls to the old Baldwin 


house north of town and had heard strange and mysterious sounds - 


while there. A good while ago, I reported this haunted house to 
our Society and made the claim that the hauntings had ceased over 
fifty years ago. Therefore, it will become apparent why I am in- 
clined to discredit the doctor’s statements in the matter entirely. 
I made some brief reference to certain psychic experiences of my 
own, the doctor knowing that I had an interest in such things. 
At a later date I called to interview Dr. J. in regard to his 
seemingly strange experience in the country. He has no power of 
description, his statements being vague and fragmentary, always 
seeming to hold something back, and in fact he stated that there 
was more that he could tell. In several talks on the subject there 
were items added from time to time. It may be summed up like 
this: One evening in October he received a call to come to an isolated 
farm house in the hills beyond the State Farm, a place where he 
had never called before. He took with him a lady, a relative of 
the farmer’s, who was to remain over night. They arrived at the 
farm house without incident. After a little social delay Dr. J. 
started homeward alone in his sedan automobile. After ascending 
a hill near the house, he was traveling eastward along a curve, 
when all at once, the glass on the north side of the automobile was 
burst outwards without known cause. Dr. J. got out and hunted 
around in the dark among the broken glass for a strap and hanger. 
When he started, he had trouble with the engine, and either his 
headlights burned very irregularly or not at all. He got tired of 
this and drove without lights to within two miles of town, when 
his lights came on again. While in the lane, he says that he saw 
visions, like people standing around within a rod or two. When 
he got near the lane gate, he got out and opened it. When he started 
to go through, the gate slowly swung shut of its own accord. He 
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tried again with the same result. Then he examined the gate for 
ropes or wires, taking it for a joke. He found nothing of the kind 
and tried his luck again but the gate swung shut as usual. The 
fourth time he backed away, watching the gate and this time he 
escaped and made his way slowly homeward without lights. He 
told me that he would never take his auto in there again after dark. 
It would cost him several dollars to replace the glass and he would 
refuse another night call down there. It was a fact that all the 
glass was out of one side of the auto except one pane, which was 
cracked clear across. 

Minor incidents were added to his first story at different times. 
A very important item added was the statement that he had en- 
countered the Black Horse. A beautiful black horse came trotting 
along or perhaps galloped. I do not remember his exact statement 
as he was always vague. 

I was desirous of visiting the place. It is not necessary for me 
to keep a conveyance of any kind and I do not even use a bicycle 
any more. I do not understand an automobile and for several good 
reasons did not wish to hire one. The doctor offered to take me 
along some night but continually insisted that I would be afraid to 
go. No statements or assurances of mine sufficed to convince him 
otherwise. I told him I did not care to go until spring but perhaps 
on some warm, mild December night I would be willing to go. In 
fact one evening in December, when I had called at his office, I 
told him that I was willing to go that very hour, but his taunts and 
excuses were sufficient evidence that he did not wish to go. 

It happened that the next morning after my first interview, my 
friend, Mr. D. a farmer, came in to see me. These two men are 
not acquainted. Mr. D. is interested in such things and has told 
me of some peculiar instances. Several years ago there was a 
certain farmhouse southwest of town, reported to be haunted. At 
a time when it was vacant Mr. D. walked across the fields to spend 
a night alone in the empty house in hopes of seeing the ghost. Dur- 
ing the night, a peculiar experience occured which he found to be 
coincidental with a similar one by his wife, told when he reached 
home. I reported this case to our Society. A few years afterwards, 
it came to me that I could explain this affair by dream analysis in 
a manner highly satisfactory to myself, at least. I told Mr. D. 
about Dr. J.’s experience without specifying the locality. Mr. D. 
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at once asked where the place was. When I told him he exclaimed 
“That is just what I thought. That place has had the reputation 
of being haunted for over fifty years.” He then told me that when 
he was a child and would go down there to visit his grandmother 
Cohn, she always warned him to stay away from a certain spot 
after dark, saying, “ There is something wrong with that place.” 
This was around the old school-house, which then was near the 
present lane gate. There was then a certain rough man who kept 
a saloon on the main road. Mr. D. remembers of him saying, “I 
am not afraid of any damned spook. I wasn’t afraid of him when 
he was alive, why should I be afraid of him now?” This probably 
was a reference to the murdered peddler who might have been 
buried thereabouts. At one time the farm belonged to one Moseley, 
a Napoleonic soldier, who died past 93. His son was an epileptic 
and was one day found dead in a field near the lane, by one of his 
boys. This grandson told me that he had never seen a ghost of any 
kind on the place. One night he gave one Loie Cohn a terrible scare 
by climbing into a big chestnut tree in the lane and dropping a log 
chain behind Loie. Loie became so demoralized that he ran through 
a briar patch and burst open a door at home saying that a human 
head had risen from the ground and floated after him. (1) Another 
man told me that a man wrapped himself in a sheet and sat on a 
stump in the lane to frighten a simple fellow who was going to a 
party. The simple fellow then sneaked back and threw a stone 
which struck the “ ghost” on the head and nearly killed him. The 
widow Moseley finally married Mr. Larry Cohn, the present owner 
of the place. He has been a Justice of the Peace in Madison Town- 
ship for many years and holds court at the little farm house. He 
is an active worker in the Lutheran Church about a mile to the 
northeast. 

Dr. J. told me that Mr. and Mrs. F. could tell me about the 
haunted farm, as Mrs. F. had been born there. I had slightly known 
Mr. F. at one time. I went to his home one evening to meet him 


1. Have we not in this incident a hint as to the probable origin of many 
of the traditional incidents connected with this region? The stories are too 
numerous and many of them too bizarre for it to be likely that, as a whole, 
they deserve to rank with the best evidenced incidents of apparitions and 
the like. Probably many of the stories got rise in nothing more mysterious 
than a practical joke like the one here mentioned. 
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and his wife and to learn what I could. Mr. F. was born on a hill 
farm east of Tar Ridge. He told me that that whole country was 
haunted. One night when a thunder. storm was approaching he 
was sent to a pasture field to bring in a mare with a young colt. 
He saw a light moving around in the field and thought it was a 
lantern. The light then shot very swiftly up a hillside. He went 
to the spot where he had first seen the light and found the horses 
there. He spoke about strange noises in the old Pratt house and 
ghosts about the Written Rock. The Cohn farm is about two miles 
northwest of the Written Rock on the west fork of the Ridge Road. 
South of it on Clearcreek were the old Cowles and Godney farms. 
Mrs. F. had stories to tell of seeing several ghosts on the home 
place, including a phantom animal or two. Like all the others, the 
ghosts were all black, but her descriptions were not clear nor very 
satisfactory, in spite of a free and familiar manner. She claimed 
to have seen one ghost about the new school-house. I may as well 
state here that my inquiries had already established the historical and 
traditional fact that this was the habitat of the phantom horse. I 
must omit additional confirmatory details. 

The young son of Mrs. F. lives most of the time at the farm. 
This boy, Lank, told me of having seen a black (2) ghost by the 
gate and that when he ran from that he encountered another in the 
lane. When coming up from Clearcreek he had seen a light rise in 
a field and shoot swiftly up the hillside. Also that he and his friend 
Joey were going through a hollow which we will call Ditch hollow, 
with a gun one night. They saw red lights approaching from all 
directions. When these lights got near they became men armed with 
knives. In a fright Joey dropped the gun and then the phantoms 
disappeared. One boy saw a ghost coming one night and fired at 
it with his automatic pump gun. With every shot the ghost got 
nearer and bigger. When the gun was dropped the ghost vanished. 
Therefore Lank maintains that it is inadvisable to come on the place 
with a weapon of any kind. Once Lank claimed to have heard a 
very loud and unaccountable explosive sound in the “ Thicket” 


2. Again, the prevalence of stories in this region regarding black ghosts 
is suspicious. In an assortment of best accredited accounts of apparitions 
there will be few instances of black apparitions. But many a person, faking 
a spirit, would wrap about his face an ordinary garment which would look 
black in the night time, in order to avoid recognition. 
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hollow. ‘The old, deserted Gish house, near by was haunted too. 
Once he saw a man’s face in a chimney hole, and there were other 
minor experiences related by Lank. 

I was invited to spend Christmas Eve at Mrs. F.’s and bring 
my violin. As Dr. J. brought neither music nor accompanist I was 
urged to play alone. I am peculiar in not being able to play anything 
from memory or to invent anything. In spite of my explanations, 
these people were so persistent in their demands as to worry me a 
great deal. I think this had a great deal to do in bringing on an 
attack of nervous indigestion which caused me great distress for 
months afterwards. This inhuman attitude will manifest itself 
again. On December 31st, Dr. J. urged me to again play at the 
first place mentioned, in spite of my illness. During the evening I 
felt so badly that I could scarcely play or sit up, but the doctor 
insisted on my playing. During the supper he again talked about 
his experience in the country and got me to relate some of my psychic 
experiences. After midnight he conveyed me to my home and urged 
that we go to the Lane as it would not take very long. I told him 
that I was too sick to go anywhere except to bed, and climbed out 
of the auto and went into the house. I had written a report of Dr. 
J.’s story and Dr. Prince replied that he hoped I would find oppor- 
tunities to investigate the haunted lane and clear up some of the 
mystery. 

A young girl from Clearcreek, employed in the F. household, 
told of reports of hauntings. In April she had been displaced by 
another young girl, Mabel, who impressed me quite favorably. She 
had been a “little mother” at home and was now helping to care 
for the children of Mrs. F. I was invited many times to the house 
and it was promised that I would be taken to the farm whenever 
suitable weather came, but many weeks of a cold, rainy spring passed 
before the time came. 

In the meantime, I had made the acquaintance of Mr. Cohn, 
who keeps a Saturday market stand, and I had several interviews 
with him. His numerous statements may be summed up as follows. 
He hesitated to buy the farm because of its reputation. He bought 
it cheap and has prospered by raising cattle and hogs. During his 
thirty years of residence there he has seen scores of ghosts and 
phantoms. It has become so commonplace a matter that he is no 
longer any more distracted by the antics of these ghosts than he is 
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by hearing the hum of industry during the busy hours of the day. 
In the early years at least, when he would go to the pasture field 
in the early morning to get a horse, he would see a strange man 
racing the horse about as though to tantalize him. He would 
wonder who this impudent stranger could be, when perhaps the man 
on horseback would apparently become transformed into a woman. 
Then the phantom would vanish and the horse could be caught. 
He has seen a couple of calves sucking at one of his virtuous cows 
and would wonder how that could be. Then the phantom calves 
would vanish. He has seen numerous phantom animals including the 
Black Horse several times. His fierce, cativorous dog refused to 
tackle a phantom cat encountered. It has been a common thing 
when he has gone up to the roadside mail box after dark, to see 
three or four black female ghosts with vague indistinguishable 
features, roosting on the fence by the gate like so many black crows. 
These black dough-like faces have been characteristic of the Lane 
ghosts. He has heard human-like groans along the lane and all 
manner of strange and unaccountable sounds over the place. He 
bought the adjoining Gish farm and was glad when the old house 
burned because of the “unnatural” sounds so frequently heard 
there. Along the lane is a spot which, when driven over with a 
loaded wagon, gives forth a curious, hollow, rumbling sound. He 
has seen strange lights fly over the fields. The lane gate is a light, 
patent gate, in place for over three years. It has been contrary 
minded all this time. The preceding heavy, home-made gate was 
so likewise, making a total of over seven years of contrariness. As 
to the causes of the hauntings, Mr. Cohn understands that many 
years ago, three or four women were outraged and murdered on that 
terrible eighty acres. Mr. Cohn’s standing as a justice and active 
church member forbade any skepticism on my part, having other 
reasons also to regard him as honorable. He told me that I was 
welcome to investigate the place, but to never come armed in any 
way, partly for the sake of his cattle and partly for fear of offending 
the ghosts. At one time he told me that if I came after dark to 
telephone first so he could remove his fierce bull from the lane 
pasture and also because of a cross dog. He also told me of his 
experiences by the State Farm Arch while on his way to town in 
the early hours. Many a time he had seen near the Arch, a headless 
man and other ghosts. Also a runaway team ready to dash over 
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him. One Eddy Helf had previously told me of these and other 
persons also did. 

This brings up the matter of the Hank runaway of 1870. At 
that time the Hanks lived on a farm about four miles southeast of 
the State Farm and would drive to town during Friday night with 
a load of produce for their Saturday market stand. On Friday 
night in August 1870, Mrs. Hank, her granddaughter and a little 
son started after midnight with a team and express wagon and load 
of produce for the Lancaster market house. When near the Arch, 
the team took fright at something and ran away. Mrs. Hank was 
thrown out and her skull fractured. The daughter was next thrown 
out, striking on her head. The little boy, who was sleeping in the 
wagon, escaped injury and remained in the wagon until it was 
stopped just beyond the Arch by the wagon tongue being run into 
the ground. When found, the horses were twisted around in the 
harness and were eating hay out of the back end of the wagon. 
The daughter, who had received a concussion of the brain, was 
carried into one of the institution buildings where she remained 
unconscious for weeks. When she recovered consciousness, she 
had lost all recent memories and had to learn everything over like 
a new-born child. She is now a widow and the information she 
gave to me was that gathered from friends who talked with her 
after her recovery. She remembers of stopping to talk with Mrs. 
Helf who lived about a mile south of the State Farm and who 
wanted some groceries. After that she remembers nothing of the 
occurrences. The night watch reported that he had seen them enter 
the south limits of the grounds, that she was driving and all seemed 
to be well with them. It was regarded as a somewhat mysterious 
affair all around. A neighbor, Mrs. S., sent her son on horseback 
on Saturday night, to go north of the town after a son of Hank’s. 
When young S. was nearing the Arch, he reported that he en- 
countered a monstrous beast with seven heads. His horse did not 
seem to see it, but for half an hour young S. did not know whether 
he was afoot or horseback. Thereupon he asserted that it was no 
wonder that Mrs. Hank’s team had run away. It was asserted and 
believed by different persons that the runaway had been caused by 
a ghost. I tried to evoke some of the subconscious memories of the 
widow, Mrs. D. but my opportunities were not favorable. Once 
she made a vague remark, “ That was something like our case.” 
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My friend Jim was once a night watch at the State Farm. He was 
out one night with a companion, searching for runaway boys. On 
their way back for a midnight lunch, they saw ahead of them, near 
the Arch, a man clad in black. Jim’s big companion became hys- 
terical and crazy with fright and grabbed Jim around the neck. Jim 
whipped out a pistol and fired at the black man who utterly disap- 
peared before the smoke blew away. My recital of this affair 
induced the preceding remark of Mrs. O. but she gave no strong 
evidence of any such recollection. 

Mr. Henry Helf, who later gave valuable information, says that 
he has known of the reputation of this haunted spot for over fifty 
years. Mr. W., related to Helf, had never seen any ghosts while 
employed at the State Farm, though he had heard of them, except 
that once while passing the Arch with other persons he saw a 
phantom woman with sunbonnet on. There is a tale of a black dog 
which disappeared under a small stump and a ghost seen there by 
Mrs. W. and other persons report their appearance. There arpears 
to be no special reason for their haunting. Old Mr. Anger reputed 
to have known more about the Clearcreek ghosts than any other 
person, is said to have encountered a phantom goat in the lane and 
to have seen there a large “ brush-fire’”’ which rose up and floated 
away. His own farm east of the Written Rock seemed to be 
haunted. A phantom dog and strange lights on a fence occur in 
the stories of his son and daughter-in-law. 

Young Mrs. W. told of a haunted house above the Written Rock. 
While vacant she had seen there an apparition in the window, and 
strange noises were to be heard. Then there was the story of the 
old pirate who lived on the Clearcreek hills. He endeavored. to 
poison his family and himself but was the only one to die. This 
house, then, like the other, was haunted and finally burned. An old 
lady who formerly lived south of the State Farm, told that while 
going along the “ Church” road with her little girl one night, they 
heard a “stamping” and saw a white horse with a headless rider 
all in white, emerge from a woods. Her child was paralyzed with 
fear. At another time she encountered the white horse again and 
asserted also that another woman had claimed to have seen it. 

I must mention that Mr. Cohn told me that Dr. J. had refused 
a night call to his house during the summer because he was not 
willing to risk his automobile in the lane again. If Dr. J. took me 
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down there he wished to remain back by the school-house and let 
me walk down to and into the lane by myself. When I declined to 
go into any strange place in the country after dark, he taunted me 
with cowardice. Mr. Cohn also told me that old Dr. B. who died 
in 1879, had refused to make night calls in that region declaring 
that the people down there lived in hell or next to hell and ought 
to get away from there. In the sixties, Dr. B. owned the farm 
adjoining the Moseley farm on the southwest. Mr. Cohn referred 
to a haunted house on the State Farm road about half way to town 
where he would hear the clanking of chains and other noises when 
he passed it at night. Mrs. F. had asserted the same thing. 
This referred to the Grobel house and I heard others refer to this 
house and say that no one could sleep there because of the covers 
being jerked off the bed as at the Pasco house. The Grobel house 
was torn down. Nearer the State Farm was the home of Crowan, 
a wine maker. After his death, that place was said to be haunted, 
a headless man would be seen in the yard standing by a cedar tree. 
The Crowan house was also torn down. Then there is Mr. Lanker’s 
home with a beautiful rock spring on the wooded slope opposite his 
house. Mrs. F. had told me the spring was haunted, but the Lankers 
said not. They told me of a haunted house a mile or two east, where 
two murders had been committed. Then of a relative who had 
seen a light come out of the ground and go straight up in the air, 
also a light climbing a chestnut tree. Mr. Cohn had told me of 
similar lights. 

All of the hauntings seem to occur south of Lancaster. I have 
heard next to nothing of ghosts in other parts of the country. I 
have never known of a haunted house in Lancaster, although the 
town is 120 years old. Many of these southern people are of German 
descent but now mixed considerably with American stock. They 
are fairly intelligent and prosperous. 

With a cold and rainy spring, I thought I would never get to 
the lane, there were so many postponements. A friend named Beare, 
who had an auto, agreed to make the trip sometime. I told him 
there was a haunted place in the country where I wished to go, first 
in daylight, but I did not inform him where it was. One Sunday 
afternoon, May 9th, I met him while I was taking a walk. He 
asked me if I wished to go then and we started. When we learned 
of the distance, nine miles, he said that he could not get back in 
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time to do some work if we were going again after dark. I had 
only told him it was beyond the State Farm. He said that I should 
come to his house right after supper and we would get to the place 
long before dark by Eastern time, so I continued my walk, tired 
myself out and had to hurry in order not to disappoint him as we 
had already postponed the trip several times. I had never men- 
tioned the names of my friends and do not think he knew them. 
I told him to pass the State Farm chapel and then I specified the 
various turns on the road. I had been told to turn in the first lane 
west of the school-house and I had often looked at my Geological 
(Survey map.) “ Lancaster Quadrangle.” I must now mention that 
I had been told of a Mr. Billy Helf being south of the State Farm, 
who was said to know a good deal about these ghosts. I had asked 
one of his brothers two or three times, to request him to call on me, 
but he had not yet appeared and was a total stranger to me. When 
Beare and I came in sight of the school-house I became uncertain 
because I had not been along there for several years and things 
looked different from my recollection of the locality. I went up 
near the Wilsie house and asked directions from a grown up boy 
who was near the door. Beare and I went on to the lane, passed 
through the gate without incident, and left the auto on the bank by 
the old site. It was about seven P. M. Eastern time, quite light, 
being near the longest days of summer. When we got near the 
house, we saw the boy, F., in the orchard engaged in shearing his 
dog. I soon asked him if he would take us to see the old haunted 
house. On the way, I first learned from him that the old house was 
gone. I requested that we be taken to the site anyway. When we 
came to the barn, we found Mr. and Mrs. Cohn and that was my 
first meeting with her. We walked on to a fence where we stopped 
and looked down into a little old orchard where the old house had 
stood, just a little above a narrow, tortuous ditch, which ran west- 
ward through the bottom of a narrow steep hollow which extended 
far to the westward. A little south of this ravine is said to be 
the highest point in the county. I had said I was so tired I would 
not go down to the orchard. About the middle of the opposite slope 
was a small projecting rock and some very short bushes about it. 
Beare said, “ What is that moving around that rock?” I could see 
nothing and thought that Beare had gotten a little nervous and was 
“ seein’ things.” Shortly, he said, ‘“ What is that moving around 
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by the ditch?” I looked but could see nothing unusual and inquired 
the exact place. Beare said it was just beyond the farthest apple 
tree. I looked and began to feel sure that Beare was just ‘ seein’ 
things.’ I could see the grass and little weeds plainly. F. then 
declared that there was something moving around. I observed 
closely and soon began to see something which is very hard to de- 
scribe, because it was like watching the movements of something 
which was invisible or nearly so. “‘ Now you see it, now you don’t ” 
was my predicament. I do not think I would have ever noticed 
this if the others had not insisted that there was “ something ” 
there. Sometimes I would think that the ditch was twisting or 
jumping around and then everything would look perfectly normal. 
Finally the motion seemed to define itself about four feet above 
the ditch and perhaps to be about eight feet long. It was formless 
we might say and about as visible as gasoline vapor, the heated air 
about a stove, or the melting away of the almost invisible vitreous 
substance of a cow’s eyeball when cut open in your hand. It had 
a squirming, jerking motion like that of. a gigantic corn worm. It 
reminded me of a restless horse tied to a stake. The most distinct 
occurrence was the sudden flaring up of a tongue-like process about 
a foot long, which shot out southward and flipped up like the cracker 
of a whip or a tongue of flame. This almost invisible motion was 
quick and vigorous, “ Now you see it, now you don’t.” Finally I 
said, “ We must go down there and see what that is. F. first scared 
the cross bull and other cattle farther up the ravine. We then 
walked right to the spot. It was so light that there was no oppor- 
tunity for any person to have either gone to or come from that 
spot without being seen by us. We found nothing unusual there 
of any description. I have ever since regretted that we did not remain 
by the fence until the motion ceased or developed into something 
‘else. We will call this the “ Ditch Hollow.” Down in there was 
the place of the terrible phantoms with knives and Frank declared 
he would not go any farther down, even for a hundred dollars. 
While we were standing there we heard far to the west, a sound like 
the sudden snapping of a large dead branch. Frank assured me 
that there was no louse over that way and seemed to regard this 
sound as something mysterious. He then told us of a place where, 
beyond a thicket, a certain man’s hat and gun had been found but 
the man was never seen or heard of afterwards. At my request he 
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led us toward that spot. We walked eastward along the south 
slope until we came to a fence on the summit of a high field where 
we looked down into a great hollow extending a mile or two south- 
ward. Away off to the right and at the bottom was the thicket but 
it was so far and the slope so steep that I said it was not worth 
the exertion and we could see enough of it from where we were. 
Our side was in open pasture, but the eastern side and the north 
end of the hollow begins just south of the lane gate, sprinkled with 
scrub pine, and we will call it the “ Thicket Hollow.” I noticed a 
small light or two in the thicket and there seemed to be a half dozen 
or more sprinkled over the northern slopes. We all got to watching 
a small light which appeared in a small clump of little pines near 
the bottom of the north slope. We all three saw it and commented. 
It would appear and disappear as if it were playing “ hide and seek,” 
behind a tree. All these lights were phosphorescent and about the 
size of a large green walnut. Sometimes this particular light would 
appear more like a crumpled white handkerchief. We decided to 
leave and had stepped back about ten feet from the fence. I kept 
watching for the light and thought I saw some vague shadows 
emerge from the clump of trees. There were three or four dark 
shades formless and perhaps ten feet high and hardly visible. They 
drifted rapidly or glided toward us in a bee line much more rapidly 
than any one could walk or run up that long, steep slope. They 
made me think of three or four Indians, stealthily following a trail. 
I became a little nervous and uneasy over this strange phenomenon. 
I inquired of my companions if they saw anything that looked like 
something was coming up the hill. By this time the shadows were 
near the fence. Frank exclaimed, “ There’s one by the fence” and 
went directly forwards to what I was watching and stared into 
vacancy. There seemed nothing there but a great broad shadow 
which had merged into the now gathering darkness. We had noticed 
the whitisli end of a fence rail and I turned my flash light on this. 
Not a living creature was to be seen and not a sound was to 
be heard except one like rain drops falling on some dry leaves 
by the fence. (3) It was a clear starry night. These gliding 
shades remain a profound mystery to me. They were too vague 
and swift for human agency. In the sunlight we often see 


3. This sound seems to be explained farther on. 
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cloud shadows flying over the surface, but these shadows or 
shades were upright and almost invisible. The squirming shadow, 
horizontal over the ditch remains a greater mystery. There was 
neither time nor opportunity for any human being to have gone to 
or departed from that spot without being seen or heard by us in the 
good daylight. It was absolutely silent. No escaping marsh gas 
would have had this individuality. I have seen natural gas escaping 
through the artesian water of abandoned gas wells and while it is 
not visible it can be smelled. The tremendous escape of gas from 
a new well makes a visible, vertical vibration which will roar for 
miles. This horizontal disturbance was equally visible but silent. 
I leave this mystery to the scientist and speculator. Our party left 
the fence and we went to the house where we spent some little time 
in conversation. Mrs. F. telephoned and soon inquired for me 
having at some time been informed of my presence. [!] I was tired 
and faint because of heat and heavy clothing so I told Beare I 
would hold to his arm while we walked to the automobile. We 
left the family of three persons in the house. While we were walk- 
ing over the top of the hill I heard in the open field, and behind 
me and to the left, a short and vigorous sound which was not 
unearthly but peculiar. It seemed like the lower B flat, with the 
quality of a bassoon or saxophone, a reedy metallic quality. I was 
just timid enough by this time to be afraid to look around. I asked 
Beare what he thought that sound was but he claimed that he had 
not heard it at all. I will say that he is always abstracted, pre- 
occupied with other than the present situation. I have ever since 
regretted that I did not turn my head for I might have seen a 
ghost. Perhaps it is better I did not as developments might have 
been very different. Afterwards Mr. Cohn told me there were no 
animals in that field and that the sound was nothing surprising. 
He had heard enough to require a gigantic volume for record. 
Beare and I went on to the auto. I told him I would walk along 
behind and open the gate. I did not have nerve enough to go ahead. 
I was very desirous of us getting up to the gate quietly in the dark- 
ness, in hopes of surprising some of the ghosts. Before I could 
speak Beare had started the engine and the lights and all chances 
of seeing ghosts went glimmering. I had been baffled in my fondest 
desire. When I opened the gate, I am sure it made a gentle start 
to swing shut but I held it and then asked Beare to stop beyond 
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where we would remain in quiet and darkness awhile. Nothing 
occurred except a sound like rain drops on the dry leaves, which 
is made by the leaping of insects. As Beare was somewhat im- 
patient we did not tarry long but went on home without further 
incident. Although he promised, Beare has never found it con- 
venient to go again even though I offered to stand all expense. 
When I told him of a later and exciting experience he nearly went 
to sleep over it. I learned that the F.’s had been down that day [ !] 
and that then or later the gate had closed itself seven times before 
they could get through. This was corroborated by the girl, Belle. 
Mr. Cohn had reported this as a frequent experience with him. 

At last on May 26th came the magic hour, appointed by Mrs. 
F., when we were to visit the haunted lane at night. They requested 
me to meet them at the railroad crossing not far from my home 
at 8 P. M. For some reason they were always unwilling to drive 
by my home, although only a square or two longer than the diagonal 
chosen. Only once did they agree and then they were so belated 
that I had gotten nearly to the crossing before they came. (4) On 
our return it was different. I would have preferred release a square 
or two from home, but they were always desirous of conveying me 
to my very door. I have never mentioned the affair to my mother 
and sister, the latter burdened with cares. Mrs. F. and Belle 
would often telephone and the midnight stopping of an automobile 
before our home might worry my sister as to my safety in some 
wild night escapade. At ten minutes of eight while I was awaiting 
a business call, Mrs. F. telephoned saying they had missed me at 
the crossing and were now waiting in the suburbs. This irritated 
me and I was tempted to refuse as I would have a mile to walk, 
but I hurriedly started. I was soon picked up by some strangers 
and found my friends before a little store. After quite a delay Dr. 
J. came out and we went on to another store. Mrs. F. went in and 
after a long stay, came out in a huff over the exasperating methods 
of the telephone girls. (4a) We proceeded leisurely on our way. 


4. Perhaps someone was set near this spot to observe whether Dr. Carter 
actually started (himself all unseen), in order that he might telephone the 
fact to inform those who were to arrange the scenes. When the evening’s 
work was ended it would make no difference to the plotters where the doctor 
was set down. : 

4a. The making Dr. Carter walk a mile was perhaps to give more time to 
set the scene. The telephoning, en route, is also suspicious. 
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On this and all other trips, our engine worked in an eccentric way. 
While we managed to get up the two big hills, the engine would 
almost stall on some of the short banks or sandy places and our 
headlights were uncertain. Our automobile seemed badly spooked. 
The conduct of my companions on all trips may as well be described 
now. Mrs. F. was very voluble and she and Dr. J. would always sit 
in the rear seat except when he conveyed the party. She was 
flippant and frivolous in her conversation, would sometimes hail 
a traveler and would often whoop and yell. She might jerk off my 
cap and after placing it on her own head would jam it on backwards 
down over my eyes at a risk to me. She would blow the horn and 
I would sometimes wonder if she was in danger of incipient mania. 
While Dr. J. was quieter, he was equally frivolous in conversation 
and would become seized with uncontrollable paroxysms of laughter 
over the brilliant sallies of his boon companion. Any sensible re- 
mark of mine was apt to be greeted with shouts of laughter. (5) 
Mr. F. was much better behaved. He made attempts at wit and 
always added the weight of his testimony to any sort of a ghostly 
reference. My companions acted like silly and ignorant young 
people of an inferior type. I had discovered that Dr. J. was devoid 
of scientific spirit and that it was useless to expect a response from 
him to any appeal of that kind. If it now be asked why I did not 
leave them on the first occasion or refuse to go again, I will state 
that it seemed my only way to get to those places. They were 
familiar with it all and related it to the people. At different times 
I appealed to friends. Three of my medical colleagues exhibited 
the narrow minded, bigotry so characteristic of the medical pro- 
fession in such lines. One of them said it was all imagination and 
that he did not want to go where he might get to imagining such 
things. Two of them proposed to take guns (6) to which I posi- 
tively refused my consent. One more open-minded doctor promised 
to go when the weather got hot so we could remain in the lane all 


5. This hilarious conduct was quite inconsistent with any serious purpose. 
Even after the “ ghosts” began to appear, the parties alternated their fits of 
(pretended) timidity with the same sort of hilarity, which no one would 
display if he really believed he was witnessing manifestations of returned 
inhabitants of another world. But the conduct was consistent with amusement 
at the supposed credulity of their victim. 


6. Why not? Spirits are not supposed to be liable to injury from guns. 
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night if necessary. He kept eternally putting it off until it grew 
hot and cold again and the affair was over. I wished the assistance 
of some cool, sensible companion who would go with me right up 
to the ghost. A spiritualist friend, formerly a detective, was anxious 
to go and proposed taking a gun along with which to make a diag- 
nosis but I vetoed this. Two close friends of mine, man and wife, 
were desirous of going along, but they were unable to secure the 
use of the family automobile owing to some suspicious prejudice 
as to the probable nature of the affair. At times I am very easily 
influenced and controlled. My friends seemed sincere. I was an 
honored guest in their homes and they boasted to others of my violin 
playing. Dr. J. had gratuitously repaired a couple of fine violins 
for me and his brother had favored me greatly. The balmy summer 
nights and the beautiful scenery were soothing to my troubled mind 
and healing to my frame. My scientific interest was supreme. Why 
should I not sacrifice dignity and be a boon companion for the sake 
of it all? 

A description of the Haunted Lane after night is now well in 
place. Nearly nine miles south, the right fork of the road starts 
southward. Already begins the grade which leads to a very long 
hill, sloping towards Clearcreek. From points on the hill, beyond 
the lane, there extends a specially beautiful view over a great de- 
pression extending across the Clearcreek valley and filled and 
bordered with a great array of hills and woods. The Thicket 
Hollow forms a part of this. Near the fork is the Wilsie home 
on a bank and opposite is a very deep hollow in which nestles 
another isolated farm house. The cut deepens and the school-house 
on the roadside is near by. Opposite the school-house, on the 
reverse side, is a very deep and wooded hollow. Still farther on 
a hill quickly rises to the horizon and preceding it is a very deep 
and narrow, open hollow. Beyond this, the narrow cut deepens and 
goes down a steep little grade, the beginning of the driveway or 
lane which is over a half mile long and running northwest. Op- 
posite the beginning is a high field with bank. On each side of the 
lane is a thick, brushy wood containing big oak trees. On the 
north side, there is a high bank, on the south side the beginning of 
a southern slope. The driveway is rough and extends a few hundred 
feet to a line fence wherein swings the lane gate, a light patent gate 
swinging towards the hollow, but slightly up grade. It will however, 
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remain at any degree when not disturbed by wind or ghosts. Be- 
yond the gate is still a lower bank on the north side where there 
are a number of large trees and small rocks scattered about. 
This is the site of the old school-house long ago burned down. On 
the south side are still some large trees and so far, after nightfall, 
a dark, lonesome, gloomy, forbidding place without a building in 
sight. When the city man has heard of the dark tragedies of the 
region, the numerous ghosts and phantoms, it gives him an uncanny 
feeling, while chills flicker along his spine or he fears that one of 
those black, dough-faced ghosts may really appear. At every turn 
on this trip as well as on all others, Mrs. F. would exclaim in an 
excited way with bated breath, “ Look there! What’s that? Look 
there!” as tho ghosts were popping up like rabbits. Every resource 
which could be transformed into a ghost was utilized as though she 
desired to bring about a nervous, panicky condition in herself and 
all others. (7) Beyond the old site is a short curve and there 
somewhere is the curious “ rumble spot.” Then the driveway be- 
comes very narrow, forming an isthmus connecting with the round- 
ing top of a field which we will call the north dome. There is here 
a long reverse curve. On the south side is a field rising to the 
horizon. And there is, beyond, a deep dip toward the Ditch Hollow. 
From the north edge of the isthmus and from the north side of the 
dome is a very deep and steep declivity down into an immense basin. 
Across the great gulf, can be seen after dark, a mile or two distant 
to the northwest, the lights in the State Farm buildings on the 
opposite hills. In this secluded place, it then presents a dreamy, 
fairy-like appearance like the unreal mirage of the desert. On the 
western slope of the dome is the very steep and winding descent of 
the rough road, over the bare rock in two or three places. Then 
there is a more gentle slope to the little log farm house in a low 
secluded spot. We had stopped a half mile south of the State Farm, 
where there had once been a house, to pluck flowers from a snowball 
bush. When we arrived at the school-house, Mrs. F. requested that 
we wait there a while in hopes of seeing a ghost which she tried to 
scare up. They thought they saw a black form standing among the 
dark trees in the opposite hollow but I could make out nothing of 
the kind. Mrs. S. advised that the rear light be lit, but Mr. F. said 





7. She was trying to produce it in one other. 
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he would take chances without it as we were so near the lane. It 
was found that our headlights would not burn. Mr. F. got out and 
tinkered about the engine while I was told to manipulate the push 
button, all to no avail. Mr. F. asserted that he had discovered this 
back by the snowball bush, but had kept silent about it. We had 
proceeded leisurely and when we drew near the gate we were still 
able to see that it was wide open. Before we could get through, 
it swung against the front fender as though it had been jerked by 
the upper corner. I was the one to be brave enough to open it again, 
We then experimented. Mr. F. closed it three times in succession 
and each time it swung slowly and gently open. I tried it and as 
it swung open I held out my hand to stop it. There was scarcely 
the pressure of an ounce against my finger. Then we opened it 
wide and it swung shut and so we left it. When we reached about 
the rumble spot, our headlights came on. We turned our auto 
homeward on the dome and left it in the driveway without lights 
and with the brake set. We all left together for the house and after 
talking there about fifteen minutes, Mr. Cohn suggested that we 
men saunter back to the gate. Although it was moonlight, we might 
see some ghosts. When we reached the top of the dome our auto 
was gone! About five hundred feet ahead and to the outer edge 
of the short curve could be seen the rear light very kindly lighted 
by some power. (8) My friends expressed fear over this strange 
occurrence and said they would not go near the auto unless I first 
went alone to it. Only Mr. Cohn responded enough to follow be- 
hind me a little way. I found the auto intact and when the others 
came up Mr. F. said the brake was still set. I must mention that 
I was told that F. had gone with some neighbor boys and dogs far 
to the northwest td chase up groundhogs. I had not heard the 
engine while I was at the house and whatever was done was swiftly 





8. There appears no reason why all this odd behaviour of the automobile 
and after examples of it might not have been brought about by the con- 
trivance of the conspirators. Dr. Carter not being familiar with the mech- 
anism, was not equipped to detect this species of trickery. Note in “ Mr. 
Cohn suggested that we saunter back” ground for supicion that the suggestion 
was made purposely in order that the automobile might be found gone. 
There is everywhere throughout the narrative evidence of determination on 
the part of the others to direct Dr. Carter’s movements, sometime in a casual 
manner and often by refusal to heed his requests. They wanted him to go 
to spots where arrangements had been made. 
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and skilfully done. Although there was a slight down grade, the 
auto would not have traveled that far by itself even if the brake 
had been loose. The tracks are just cut through the sod and the 
loose stones would soon cause the auto to jump the edge of sod 
and dash down the terrible declivity of the narrow isthmus. So it 
required someone to push and someone to steer and the auto was 
left in a secure spot hear the far end of the short curve but where 
the rear light would still be visible. All declared it to be a strange 
affair. As we walked on with Mr. Cohn and me in front, I saw a 
flash of light in the sky far above and behind my head. I found 
that Mr. F. was carrying his flashlight in an upper coat pocket 
but he declared he had not touched it. We found the gate open. 
I closed it to see if it would open when we went home. Mr. Cohn 
regarded this as dangerous meddling. I wished then that I had left 
it open to see it close itself when we attempted to pass through. 
Mr. Cohn had told me that often the gate was unaccountably found 
open but it was rare for the cattle to run out. Frank had told me 
that he had seen the gate open itself even when fastened with a wire 
loop which was kept on the post. After we had loitered around 
awhile we heard a loud explosive sound in the hollow as tho a small 
cannon had been fired. Mr. Cohn expressed fear and proposed 
to go back to the house. In response to my suggestion that it was 
a gun, he said it was too loud for any gun and that no one would 
be hunting at that hour, 10 P. M. He did not allow hunting. Was 
it dynamite then? He said that no one would be using dynamite 
at that hour. Mr. F. said he would remain with his auto and Dr. 
J. also. Mr. Cohn and I returned to the house. Mrs. F. said that 
they had heard a loud roaring sound, whereupon the dog whined 
and tried to get into the house. I escorted Mrs. F. to the auto and 
when we started we found that the headlights would not burn. I 
was told to take charge of the pushbutton. Dr. J. claimed that they 
had heard strange sounds in the field and had seen some strange 
looking thing in the high field. We had not much more than started 
when my companions began exclaiming about something they saw 
along the crest of the high field. I could not see it and they urged 
me to get out where I might see better. Mr. F. had stepped out 
and he began exclaiming in an excited way, about something moving 
along the “ ridge” which was the high western part of the field 
against the horizon. He kept pulling me back along the road ex- 
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claiming “ There they are! To the left of that tree! Now they 
are to the right of it! They are going along in a dog trot!” All 
the time, I stupidly pretended I could not see anything, for the 
sake of evidence. What I really did see was this: Along the crest 
were three or four or five large vague, shapeless shadows, over 
ten feet high, and they were gliding rapidly against the horizon. 
They were of a translucent, jelly or gelatinous appearance, about 
as visible as glass floating in water or rain drops streaking down 
a window pane. They seemed to melt away in the sky. They were 
not black like the shades which drifted up the hill and had more 
individuality of definition and motion. The gate which I had closed 
was now open and we passed through without hindrance. I had 
taken with me a stout stick which I had cut and used when taking 
tramps in the woods. On our journey, this seemed to be a source 
of irritation to my two special friends and they wondered why I 
could not do without it. When I had taken it into the house, Mrs. 
Cohn asked if I thought of striking at one or did I fear an attack. (9) 
I explained why I carried it, for one reason it might prevent me a 
sprained ankle in some dark, rough place. She requested me to 
place it outside. When we started for the gate Mr. Cohn requested 
me to leave it on the porch until our return. We had proceeded 
nearly a mile on our journey without headlights, when Mr. F. said 
there was a spooky place along there where ghosts were sometimes 
seen. We had gotten into a dark place by some woods, when my 
stick was suddenly seized by some one in the rear seat and thrown 
overboard. The pair laughed. 1 was somewhat indignant but said 
very little. After that I never took a cane along as it was ob- 
jectionable. On two or three occasions during the affair Mrs. F. 
was anxious to know if I carried a gun. I had to assure her that 
I never carried a pistol. Soon we turned a short curve and I saw 
to our right an open field which somehow that night looked immense, 
like forty acres or more. The reason it looked so large was because 
it sloped towards the east and near the south third it dipped sharply 
into a deep hollow which extends for miles to the northeast. It 

also sloped upwards to the north and to the north third then 





9. Note in many places the indications that the jesters were anxious to 
ward off danger to the “ghosts.” What else could be the reason for ex- 
aggerated interest taken in so (otherwise) trivial matter as the fact that 
Dr. Carter carried a stick? 
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descended to a woods, also a thick woods curved round the north- 
east section and was on the steep bank of the north hollow. This 
pasture field averaged a few feet higher than the road. About half 
way up in the road fence is a big chestnut tree. In the northeast 
section is a white building, which that night looked like a small 
barn. Farther north and near the road was apparently a whitish 
object looking like a small, low shed, a haystack or something 
covered with a tarpaulin. In the middle line and near the summit, 
was a smaller, dull, grayish white object, which I supposed was a 
gray horse on pasture. My companions saw this at once and began 
explaining about it. Shortly after turning the curve, we saw a bright 
little light flare up on top of a fence post about fifty feet ahead of 
us. My companions became excited and Mr. F. said he was going 
to get out of there and began to turn on the power. They said the 
gray object was moving but I declared it was nothing but an old 
gray horse on pasture and I was quite indifferent. Soon another 
bright little light flared up on top of another fence post about fifty 
feet ahead of us. My companions were wild with excitement over 
the lights and the moving object, Mr. F. turning on all power and 
saying that there was a short curve ahead of us and we might go 
into the ditch. I had lost consciousness of the building and tree 
and it appeared to me as though this gray object had swiftly moved 
in a bee line over several hundred feet to a point near the road. 
Before I could realize it we were right upon it. Just at that moment 
it became illuminated by a soft, white light as though by a spot light 
and it also seemed to be illuminated from the inside, about the 
middle. I saw there a figure like that of a short, stout woman 
clothed all in white as though a garment had been made by over- 
lapping large pieces of cloth. Right down on the shoulders was 
something that looked like a long, low and narrow pointed sun- 
bonnet, pointing to the southeast. I begged my companions to stop 
so we could see what it was. I kept turning my head to see as long 
as I could, but I soon lost sight of the ghost as we dashed by and 
just then our headlights came on, although I had had my foot on 
the button for a half mile. We dashed down the steep bank and 
were soon plowing through the deep sand around the sharp curve 
by the wood. The affair was so unexpected that it was astonishing 
and dramatic in the extreme. After such an extensive program in 
the lane, I was not expecting such a brilliant climax to the events 
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of that wild and delirious night. The reader may imagine the effect 
of the transition from the dark place in the road to the strange lights 
and the bright ghost in the moonlight, like a marble statue. I soon 
inquired as to who owned the field, and for the first time learned 
that we had just passed the farm of Billy Helf. I suggested that 
we must have seen a woman going home across that field with an 
electric lantern but was told that Billy lived all alone and no woman 
would be going across that field alone at 11 P. M. Then no tres- 
passing was allowed either. Perhaps it was Billy Helf playing ghost 
then, I said. My friends declared that he would not do such a thing, 
he was too busy to be out at that hour, and as his house was dark 
he must have been asleep at that time. Ghost No. 1 looked like a 
statue you have seen in graveyards with an arm up! 

When I told Mr. Cohn about this, he thought that the ghost had 
followed us from his place. He could not get into his head the 
existence of a little “ shed” near the road as I have described. He 
had never seen any ghosts in that field but stated that while passing 
that field one night on his way to market, he had his lighted lantern 
tied on the front foot board as usual. It twice became unaccountably 
unfastened and fell to the ground unharmed, except that once the 
light went out. He showed me the lantern tied in front with a 
piece of rope. When I talked to Frank he said that he was afraid 
to cross that field at night and that it had been haunted for forty 
or fifty years. 

On Sunday afternoon, June 6th, I decided to make the acquaint- 
ance of Mr. Helf and look over his farm. Leaving the traction 
car at the State Farm I had over a mile to walk. At first I hardly 
recognized the field but soon got all my bearings. Mr. Cohn thought 
the field contained thirty or forty acres, but Mr. Helf says seven 
and I think it is larger. From the north and east extends a great 
hollow for miles to the northeast amid hills and forest and known 
as Blue Valley, a wild place of rocks and brush and an inspiration 
for an artist. The building I found to be a white shed about fifteen 
feet square, and the bare rafters had not been shingled. I could 
have gone into court and sworn that there must have been a shed 
or something near the road but there was nothing of the kind now 
to be seen. About the middle of the road fence is a great high 
trunk of a big chestnut tree, blasted and blackened by the lightning. 
A large, living green branch still projects to the southward. I found 
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Mr. Helf in the yard talking with a young man, a relative. I intro- 
duced myself and had an opportunity to explain my errand. I 
explained that I was interested in hauntings and had studied them 
for years and would sometime perhaps bring a skilled friend with 
me to assist me. He told me that I would be free to look over the 
place at any time and he too would like to have these things ex- 
plained. We all three talked over such things and went up into the 
field. Billy assured me that there had been no structure or object 
in that northwest section by the fence. He kept only one horse, 
a black one, which was in the barn that night, and his sheep had 
the run of the field. Mr. Helf has lived alone at the old homestead 
since the death of his mother, twenty years ago. His father was 
murdered by highwaymen, near town, in 1879. A woman told me 
that Mrs. Helf complained of her house being haunted afterwards 
and desired to learn what Mr. Helf wanted. Mr. Wm. Helf is a 
very small man, of middle age. He is quick and active and a splendid 
housekeeper as shown by every detail of the place. Many of the 
passersby stop in and many friends and relatives from town come out 
in the evenings and on Sunday afternoons to enjoy a social time. 
He is well acquainted with the officials of the State Farm and often 
acts as their purchasing agent in certain lines. (10) We all three 
walked up.the field and talked about hauntings. Billy said that he 
had never seen any ghosts up there, except that he had once seen 
something that looked like a big, black hog without a head. Some 
one had told him that they had seen there apparently a couple of 
Indians walking around. The ghosts appeared between the tree 
and shed and some had been seen also in the woods or crossing 
the road at that point. He spoke about a deep, round hole in a 
field southeast of the house which he had nearly filled. Its history 
was unknown. This reminds me of a very deep shaft which was 
sunk between the rocks, several miles to the southeast in the pioneer 
days. It was known as Wizards Well and was a very mysterious 
affair. Billy told me of a hollow about a mile to the southeast where 
there was a big rock in the middle of a hillside field. This place 
was said to be haunted, but we did not go farther than the hole. 
The visitor said that while passing that place one night he had seen 





10. Here we have the probable link to the after entrance into the play of 
employees at the State Farm. 
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something like a girl in white walking around the rock on stilts. 
Billy said that years ago, a tramp couple wished to leave a young 
child at a nearby farm house. Being refused, they went away 
angry and were supposed to have afterwards murdered the child. 

Mrs. T., a highly respected near neighbor of mine, afterwards 
told me that when she was a child her parents lived on a farm near 
the rock. A tramp couple wished to leave a young child in the care 
of her mother. As her mother had several small children of her 
own, she refused the favor, and the couple left in a very angry 
mood. <A year or two afterwards her father was working near the 
rock where there then all was in woods, and found the skeleton 
of a small child under a pile of big brush. Her parents were on 
their way to town one day and while passing a dark woods beyond 
Helf’s their team unaccountably took fright and ran seven miles 
to town. Her father was able to keep the team on this then terrible, 
rough and hilly road without harm. Her parents were walking home 
one night with several small children and carrying two of them. 
As they neared the haunted place they heard a team coming behind 
them and hoped they could ride the rest of the way. As the team 
drew very near they stepped aside when they heard a terrible rush- 
ing and rattling of chains which seemed to pass down and over the 
haunted rock, but saw nothing of a team. On a clear starry night 
when there was no wind the family heard a noise like a tornado 
rushing down through the tree tops over the haunted rock, and saw 
a great flaming streak. A neighboring man said that there was the 
appearance of a flying woman with fiery hair and it scared him sick. 
This appearance was afterwards known as the “ Fiery Dragon.” 
After his other visitor had gone, I intimated to Billy that he might 
have been playing ghost, but he denied all knowledge of the affair 
and seemed very innocent. I told him that I would like to hang 
around until after dark and then walk down to the lane gate for a 
short stay and then come back and watch his field, and hoped that he 
could go with me. He said that as he was expecting a telephone call 
and had to go away about 8 o’clock he could not go with me. If 
I got back in time, he could take me part way to town. A couple 
of men from a city stopped and Billy had me tell them of the ghost. 
They expressed entire incredulity but said they would make a detour 
that night. A couple of bankers and some children then came to 
eat a lunch under some trees opposite the house where Billy had 
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put up some swings. I asked Billy to say nothing to them about my 
errand as credit is very sensitive. When they invited me to ride 
home with them I was obliged to tell them I had some business in 
the other direction. After seven o’clock Billy got up a little supper 
and generously invited me to partake, and again gave me the privilege 
of visiting the field at any time. When it was getting dark, I went 
on my way to the lane over a mile. Near the school-house, I stopped 
to talk to two men and told them of stopping at Helf’s and of my 
destination and return. A man coming along in a buggy invited me 
to ride. Beyond the school-house is a very deep hollow which he 
said was called “ Animal Hollow.” Why he did not know. I told 
him that I had understood that the lane was a haunted place. He 
had never seen any ghosts there and was skeptical of such things. 
I got out at the roadside and when I had gotten into that dark 
hole nearly to the gate, I heard footsteps behind me. My first 
thought was, that the rough looking man in the buggy had followed 
me in there to rob me: I turned and saw the boy Frank, close 
behind me. He said that he had come from Wilsie’s, back beyond 
the school-house. When I was talking to the men, I did not see 
any one on the road in either direction, and as I had ridden in the 
buggy, Frank could not have followed so closely. Therefore, he 
had been concealed in the dark place. I told him that I had intended 
to go only as far as the gate but as he was there I would go inside 
a little way. We talked about the hauntings in general with some 
new items from his experience as we walked in as far as the long 
curve. I told him that I expected to come some night with a doctor 
friend. He promised to meet us at the gate if I telephoned and 
even to escort us into the terrible Ditch Hollow. I did not stay 
long as I told him I had to walk all the way home, about nine miles. 
I left him soon after eight o’clock. When I got to Helf’s I must 
have just missed Billy as the house was dark and I heard some one 
talking ahead in the road. I stood and watched the field a few 
minutes but as I was alone and had so far to walk, I soon decided 
to move on. I traveled over the deserted road to the State Farm, 
looking ahead and not seeing or caring to see any ghost. When I 
came to the Arch I did not slacken my pace. I saw no ghosts there 
but I was quite wary as I had a long stretch of dark road before 
me. (11) When I came near Lanker’s which is about four miles 
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11. No “ ghosts’ 


appeared on this journey to and from the haunted 
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from town, I had to travel a long curve. There is a downward 
slope westward from this curve and opposite the house is a spring 
in thick woods on the hillside. Also, well down the first slope, is 
a thick woods, while the upper slope contains many scattered trees 
and bushes. Down in the thick woods, I saw a bright little light 
which I thought was an incandescent gas jet, in a farm house 
window. As I proceeded along the curve, I noticed that the light 
was slowly moving towards me all the time keeping about three 
feet above the ground. It was not now so bright and I thought 
some one was coming up the slope with a lantern. Instead of 
coming directly to the road in front of me it swung southward to 
the left of me and became concealed by the trees and bushes. It 
was like a timid dog or person seeking to avoid me, but I heard 
no sound whatever. I presume this was a sample of the Ignis 
Fatuus, a puzzle of science, and that some of the other lights men- 
tioned were also. (12) A brother of Mr. F. was in to see me 
lately. He told me that when he was still on the home farm the 
whole family one evening saw a fiery ball larger than a man’s head 
flying over the earth and throwing off sparks. He has been told 
that a Jack o’ Lantern, when it comes to a fence, will go up one 
side and down the other to continue its course. Mr. Cohn had told 
me of red lights shooting up out of the earth. I arrived home at 
midnight after a total walk of about twelve miles. It was a lone- 
some walk but very interesting as I gazed from that high road over 
a vast expanse of dim and shadowy hills and woods in the starlight 
and saw the millions-.of fireflies flashing through the misty hollows. 

On June 8th our party left town about 8 P. M. Nearly every 
time, Mrs. F. would stop in the suburbs to telephone home that I 
was with them and they were sure to go. (13) On this journey, I 





neighborhood. But the trip was taken by Dr. Carter by himself and so far 
as appears without consultation with his friends. Therefore the scene was 
not set. 

12. If Dr. Carter thought it might have been a person walking with a 
lantern, why may it not have been a person with some sort of light? There 
are various alternatives to a lantern,—a phosphorescent glow caused by 
rubbing with damp matches, etc. Could someone at the house have been 
telephoned to by Cohn, to be in waiting? [Dr. Carter replies: “No one 
seen or heard. No telephone and time not known. Ignis fatuus, I am almost 
sure.” ] 

13. And then there was probably telephoning elsewhere and the prepar- 
ation of ghostly phenomena. 
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reproved two of my companions for their utter frivolity, telling Mrs. 
F. that she might have to pay for hers some time. Later on she 
somewhat anxiously inquired as to what I meant by her having to 
suffer in some way. I told her that if we were really dealing with 
spiritual forces her folly would surely bring her some kind of a 
punishment, but it was like pouring water on a goose’s back. (14) 
This was a clear starlight night and as we came to Helf’s woods 
we saw a snowy mass about five feet high. At that moment, I 
heard a short, low, hollow, unearthly sound which seemed to come 
out of the ground near the ghost, and the white became more dis- 
tinct. I had urged that in case we saw anything we go very slowly 
or stop, and I put out the headlights. I saw some little fiery streaks 
flash out near the base of the white mound and this was another 
startling effect. As we crept on, again the fiery streaks flashed forth. 
Then another time and they seemed like letters which I could not 
make out. When we got opposite, the fiery letters flashed forth 
the word COME. They were well shaped, about eight inches high, 
and as though composed of a double row of fiery beads or with 
a border. While they seemed suspended in air, yet they might be 
on a short board with a short stem, stuck in the ground. On the 
ground, nearby, was a dull, whitish mass, like a good sized boulder. 
Our auto stopped and as I had boasted that I was not afraid of such 
things, I was urged to get out while they would go ahead and wait 
for me. In spite of my urging that they stay and see also, they 
hurried up the steep bank and were soon out of sight. Back of 
me was that hole in the blackness, the Church road, south of me 
was the steep bank, north of me the projecting woods, before me 
was the snowy ghost in the middle of the woods. It seemed to 
become more distinct and approach, yet all the time kept near a tree. 
It became taller and assumed the appearance of a woman about ten 
feet tall. She was clad in a snowy white robe and on the head was 
a little, white canoe-shaped cap. I walked up to the fence and ex- 
claimed, “ Speak to me.” Again flashed forth the fiery message, 
COME. What did this mean? Did it mean death? Was this some 
ghostly bride to embrace me and claim me for her own? I was 
tempted to climb the fence but as there was barbed wire I gave up 





14. Because she knew that they were not dealing with spiritual forces and 
that no punishment was due from trifling with them. 
t 
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the idea. (15) For quite a while I watched, as the figure would 
seem to drift nearer, yet it remained by the tree. I then exclaimed, 
“T fear you.” The ghost then apparently sat down as though on 
something high. Finally it began to rise higher and higher, while 
the gauzy robe fluttered in the almost imperceptible breeze. It 
finally became about fifteen feet high, losing human appearance and 
being hard to describe. It was as though some short processes came 
out sidewise near the top. It began to retreat and took a course 
along the south border of the thick woods. As it moved along by 
the tree tops it seemed much like “a flying angel,” and it traveled 
the whole length of the woods. During all of my stay, I kept calling 
for my friends to return, assuring them there was no danger. 1 
found them at the lower end of the field by the dark house. Mrs. 
F. expressed her anxiety over my prolonged stay. We went on to 
the lane, this being the place I really desired to investigate. We left 
our auto by the roadside as I could hardly induce them to even walk 
into the lane. The gate was passive. Dr. J. and Mrs. F. remained 
near the gate while I persuaded Mr. F. to go as far with me as the 
long curve. While there, Mr. F. asked me some questions about the 
spiritualistic beliefs. As I am unorthodox my opinions were an- 
tagonistic to the Roman Catholic views of Mr. F. and wife. Each 
of us disclaimed the slightest intention of giving offense to the other. 
Mr. F. wished to return and I found that the others were not willing 
to spend any more time in the lane. As we walked to the auto, I 
suggested that we three keep out of it until Mr. F. turned it, as 
it was a bad place to start with a load. Mrs. F. and Dr. J. kept 
moving and as I was standing on the right side I again advised that 
we wait until the auto was turned. Mrs. F. and Dr. J. climbed right 
in and the auto began to move. I seized hold and ran along trying 
to jump in, but the speed kept increasing and I let go for fear of 
being flung against the bank. As they dashed up the steep grade 
I heard the woman laugh. They hurried away and were soon out 
of sight and hearing. I thought that they had taken offence at my 
reproaches and my religious views and had taken revenge in humili- 
ating me by compelling me to walk to town. I was indignant at 
such treachery. There I was, alone in that dark hole at 10 o’clock 





15. The barbed wire, which deterred the doctor, was doubtless counted 
on by the “ghost” for his protection, in case the investigator grew too bold. 
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at night and nearly nine miles from home. I felt confident that I 
could walk home as I had done not long before. I had on my 
walking shoes and bravely made a start. When I got nearly to the 
school-house I saw Mr. F. just starting back with his flash light. 
He made excuse by saying that just as he had started the auto, a 
big, black something came out of the thick brush and right towards 
his head. He was scared and did not feel safe to stop the auto on 
the grade in that narrow cut as he would have no headlghts and 
thought it would be the last of me anyway. The others seemed 
surprised that I had not seen this terrible black thing but supposed 
it was because I was on the opposite side of the auto. I defiantly 
told them I could walk to town all right but they insisted that they 
_ would not allow me to walk so far and so I became pacified and 
climbed in. It was agreed that we would stop by the swings awhile 
and watch the field. I persuaded Mr. F. to go with me up along 
the fence a little way. After awhile I saw a glimmering in the 
woods, and soon a bright little light came flying down nearly the 
whole length of the field and keeping nearly all the time about six 
feet above the ground. When near us it winked out. Soon another 
glimmering, and another light over the same course. Near the end, 
this one shot upwards for a few inches, breaking into two pieces 
and going out. I predicted another, which soon came like the first 
one. With this, Mr. F. said he was going to get out of there, and 
ran over and started the automobile. As it came over, I seized it 
and ran along to jump on. Mrs. F. warned me that I might be 
flung against the bank and hurt, but this time I jumped on and took 
my seat. Just as we passed the chestnut tree, Mrs. F. exclaimed 
in an excited way, “ My God, what is that?” I looked up and saw 
a blackish, vague shadow, perhaps four feet broad and eight or 
ten feet high, moving parallel with the fence. As we stopped, it 
loomed up in a “menacing” way. It swept rapidly back into the 
field about twenty feet, and as it moved it narrowed into a tall, 
narrow streak about eight inches wide. Next it was a man, standing 
stiffly erect, then a man stepped forth, seven feet high and black 
from head to foot. I could see the rounding top of his head but 
the features were an indistinguishable mass of black. His arms 
were folded and his head bowed. He waltzed around and made 
a couple of quick bows to the north. Our auto had stopped and I 
heard Dr. J. say, “ Let him get out.” In spite of my requests for 
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them to also stay and watch, they insisted that I get out, and they 
would go ahead and wait for me by the woods. So I stepped out 
on the road and my companions hurried on, soon out of sight and 
hearing. I stood there alone, on that deserted road, without a 
building or light in sight. It was a starlight night and before me 
was this gigantic black form which had come out of a cloud. I 
was not afraid, but of course I felt a little queer. The black giant 
kept ambling around like some one practicing dancing steps alone. 
I went up the bank and thought of going over the fence. My only 
weapon was a large pocketknife with a blade big enough to skin a 
bear with. The idea of holding that knife in my teeth while I 
scrambled up the bank and over a barbed wire fence to tackle a 
giant did not seem very advisable. (16) ‘The man seemed like a 
silly, drunken fellow trying to be funny. He seemed so real that 
these words formulated in my mind, “ You damned silly fool, what 
are you trying to do anyway?” I did not utter them but the giant 
read my thoughts and walked up to the fence, a little south of me. 
By this time he seemed to be eight feet tall. I appealed to him to 
talk to me or try to speak but he stood there sidewise as silent and 
motionless as a statue of ebony. Not the least sound had I heard 
from the first, although I would estimate his weight at 250 pounds. 
There was a large stone sticking in the bank. I was tempted to 
hurl it at the giant but thought that would never do. Again the 
giant read my thoughts. (17) He walked towards the shed and 
disappeared in the middle,of the field. Whether he blended with 
the thick shadow of a distant tree, was swallowed by the earth or 
evaporated, I could not tell. It will be realized that the whole thing 
appeared to be a materialization and dematerialization of a human 
form. Of all the ghosts this was the most astonishing and dramatic. 
Here in this lonesome field, I had witnessed a transformation, ex- 
celling anything I had ever seen on the stage. The reader may well 
imagine the, starting effect, in the isolated place, of the marvelous 
transformation so utterly unexpected after the theatrical effect of 
the flying lights. I found my companions in a safe place beyond 





16. Again the protection (to the “ghost”) of the barbed wire fence. 

17. It seems hardly necessary to bring in the thought-reading hypothesis. 
The “ghost” appears to have been a cautious one, and probably the possi- 
bilities suggested by the doctor going up the bank toward the fence appealed 
to him. 
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the woods. Mr. F. claimed that the man looked like a small man 
to him or of ordinary size. We then went homeward. For nearly 
a mile south of the Arch is a deep ravine with a very steep rocky 
bank, with many trees along the west border of the road. Soon after 
passing a stone wall, we all noticed a small flying light which kept 
floating among the trees on the bank at about ten feet above the road 
level and keeping a little in advance of our progress at very ordinary 
speed. It traveled about a half mile and disappeared shortly before 
we reached the Arch. When I told Mr. Cohn about this ghost he 
said that many a time he had seen the same thing happen on his 
place. A man eight or nine feet tall would come out of a shadow 
and sometimes would turn white. He had never followed any of 
them when they walked away. 

I think it was soon after this that Belle telephoned one day and 
in the course of her remarks said, “ They [the F.’s] are funny 
people. You had better watch them.” ‘Then she stopped suddenly, 
telling me that Mrs. F. wished to speak. I was then invited by 
Mrs. F. to spend another evening at the house. Later, I asked the 
girl to meet me by the drug store, as I had something very important 
to ask her. She refused to come. At my first opportunity after 
that, I asked her what she had meant by her warning. She turned 
it all off as a joke. Also I think it was after this that I went to 
spend an evening again, when Belle was reminded to go to the 
drugstore. She departed through the back door. I was sitting 
back in the parlor, facing the large front window. After awhile 
I saw a cloudy white something before the window and it was 
covered with darker spots. Soon I saw a little human form 
beautifully draped in a white gauzy robe, which covered head, face 
and arms. It waved its arms up and down and bowed repeatedly 
to me. One of the children made a remark and as Mrs. F. turned 
to look the little figure dashed from the porch. Some neighborhood 
child playing ghost very likely. The curious spots were a shadow 
of the spots on the window lace. In a short while Belle came 
dashing into the kitchen crying in a very hysterical way. Mrs. F. 
ran out and was told by Belle that when she was returning through 
the alley she encountered something white and it scared her very 
much. I was asked to come out and the girl then quieted down. 
These folks always told me that they never learned who it was that 
played the ghost. 
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As I had failed to secure the intelligent co-operation of any one 
here and as my companions never showed the slightest interest in 
learning anything from me of the opinions and beliefs of real 
students of psychic phenomena, I had appealed to Dr. Prince to 
come if possible, and assist me in solving these mysteries. He wrote 
that he would be glad to come if the case developed sufficient im- 
portance arid stronger proofs and if time and funds became for him 
available. I must secure strong evidence that one or more persons 
were not taking advantage of the traditions to play the games which 
some people enjoyed very much. He reminded me of the case in 
Nova Scotia where many persons were leagued to deceive a judge. 
He also reminded me of the hilarity of my companions and their 
strange behaviour in general. That the visits were planned by 
others and there were opportunities for telephoning and for rigging 
up things and generally a stop at Helf’s before we came back for 
a longer stay. That the excessive and changing height of some of 
the ghosts was suspicious. Then certain natural objects took on 
different appearances as I shall soon narrate. Then emotional states 
at night and in lonely places might be very much influenced. In 
short, there were many suggestions and warnings and also acknowl- 
edgment that some of my questions were posers for him. (18) 
In fact all of his advice, which I cannot quote, was quite helpful 
to my otherwise unaided efforts. When however, he suggested that 
the “Giant” (Ghost No. 3) might have arisen unperceived from 
the ground, I knew he was mistaken, because I had plainly seen 
the giant step forth fully erect, from a vertical streak. To soften 
this blow, I cut down my estimate of the giant to a little over six 
feet in height. 

Now I think that it was about this time that for different reasons 
I had become suspicious and a little uneasy as to my personal safety, 
when an invitation for June 16th was received. I had been keeping 
informed a certain man and wife who were close friends of mine. 
They advised me not to go any more, as I might meet with harm in 
some way. I am a very reckless man sometimes and so I agreed 
to go again. When I met my friends in Dr. J.’s automobile they 
looked as serious as if they were going out to be hung. After a 
little argument between them I was directed to sit in front with 


18. Yes, granted that certain statements of facts as they then appeared to 
the witness were strictly accurate. 
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Dr. J., who looked like a man set in some stern resolve. As they 
hurried along, I began to wonder if they intended to take me into 
some lonely place and bury me. In spite of all requests they rushed 
by the Arch (19) and even past the woods, not stopping until Helf’s 
swings were reached. This time they had announced their desire 
to go to the lane but I kept protesting. I said that I was not very 
well and must not stay out so late as it was not fair to my over- 
burdened sister. I was again well taunted with cowardice. Helf’s 
home was dark but Mr. F. was so desirous of seeing him about some 
work that he went to the barn where he might be,—not yet home. 
I also insisted in getting out to see Mr. Helf. Mr. F. expected 
to remain until the auto was driven quite a way on to find a good 
place to turn, as though there was not room by the swings. I had 
made such a protest against going to the lane that there was a com- 
promise. I had even determined to get out of the auto while moving 
if necessary. Finally Dr. J. sternly commanded me to get into the 
car. By this time I had concluded that they were afraid to go any- 
where without me so I got in, but insisted that the nearby fork was 
a splendid place to turn. After lingering in this branch, it was 
decided to go up by the woods and wait. I insisted on getting out 
again so I could walk along the field and then join them at the 
church road. This was done, and on reaching the bank near the 
north end, I became very wary, actually by this time fearing a 
trap, as their conduct had seemed so strange lately. Part-way 
down to the edge of the woods I met Mr. F. I urged him to return 
with me to the chestnut tree but he would go only part way. I 
went back alone and thought I saw two black figures in the haunted 
spot, but I could not be certain. Several times I walked between 
woods and tree. Mr. F.’s insistent argument was, that if we stood 
near the woods we could watch both ways. I finally realized that 
it was a better point of view for him. He went ahead to the auto. 
After awhile, I sauntered along in that direction, keeping close to 
the fence. Near the point of the woods I saw the vague, shadowy 





19. Here as in other places, is evidence that the friends were not willing 
that Dr. Carter should pick his own places for investigation, but were 
resolved to carry out their own program, in some fashion or other. Naturally, 
seeing that “ghosts” were “planted” the investigator had to be “steered” 
to the places where they were, or at least near enough so that the “ghosts” 
could complete the conjunction. 
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vapory figure of a man standing close inside the fence. I could not 
define any face, and it seemed that a black cloak covered the figure 
from neck to heels. He was about my own height, 5 ft. 7 in. It 
was all so vapory that I went on ignoring it as unreal. We talked 
at the auto quite a while and despaired of seeing any ghosts that 
night. Finally I walked back to look for the shade again and there 
it stood as though never moved. Did I see anything or not? I 
stooped and looked through this vapory figure to the distant star- 
light showing between the thick leaves. Yet this vapory form 
was there only three feet away. It stood like a statue. Next, I 
noticed, a few feet inside the fence, a little, short, black “ stump.” 
Also in front of me was another short something. “ Is this a stump? 
Is that a stump? Which is which or what is what?” My mind 
went zig-zag, to and fro. By a supreme effort of courage I reached 
out and placed my hand on the nearest object. Allah be praised! 
it was a post! It was apparently a short, broken off post, very loose, 
swinging in a sagged down place in the fence. I could easily have 
stepped over and been right among the ghosts but it is well that 
I did not. I could have gone into court the next morning and 
sworn that I stood near these two objects. I could have taken 
officials to the identical spot to find myself utterly mistaken, humili- 
ated, discredited and disgraced as a liar and perjurer. There is 
no satisfactory explanation as we will learn. I called up Mr. F. 
and asked him if he saw anything inside the fence. ‘“ Well I'll be 
darned! It’s movin’”, was his exclamation. This little hJack 
“stump” was slowly and silently drifting toward a double tree a 
little farther inside. It increased its height and now to me seemed 
to be a very small and slender black monk or friar with hands 
pressed together in front, in an ecstacy of devotion. Next it looked 
like a little black nun, like a little girl resting on her heels and 
knees in an attitude of prayer. From time to time, apparently a 
white lined bonnet would turn toward me as though this silent, 
devout nun were taking an occasional sly peep at me. At last! a 
sex transformation such as was said to be a ghostly performance 
at the lane. Next it appeared as an infant lying on the ground. 
Next, I saw a male figure about four feet high, all in black, stand- 
ing against the double tree. I heard a sound like a cat scratching 
her claws on the bark. Somewhat under the influence of emotion, 
I addressed these ghosts saying that if they could not speak to me 
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and were spirits in darkness they should seek the aid of higher 
spirits to lead them into light, or something much to that effect. 
By this time Mr. F. came up and said that in there was the devil, 
who would soon leap upon me. He implored me to leave before this 
monster seized me and carried me away. Again and again he 
would come and go. I told him that was all nonsense that these 
were our friends and we should not be afraid. Finally he retreated 
in despair. I said to the ghost, “ Please move away from the tree 
a little.’ The ghost slowly drifted to within a few feet of me 
when I kindly said, “ That will do, thank you. That is sufficient.” 
Now the absurdities of all these speeches were enough to have made 
a mule laugh, but there was absolute silence otherwise the whole 
time. Now, I saw a black robed figure about my height standing 
behind the tree after the smaller figure had drifted back. It had 
turned its back and started away. I had utterly forgotten my 
flashlight up to this moment. Now I whipped it out and turned it 
on the retreating ghost. I saw this black robed figure walking away 
and apparently the lower end of a white trouser leg kicking up the 
hem of the long cloak. In a rage I yelled, “Come back here, you— 
come back here.” But the ghost hurried into the thick woods as 
though he had gone right through the rail fence. I declared it was 
Billy Helf playing ghost again, but my companions put up such a 
good argument that I was much puzzled in view of certain mysteri- 
ous features. I had to promise never to bring a flash light again. 
It would ruin everything and bring misfortune. (20) There were 
some dry twigs broken already. 

On the afternoon of June 27th, I made another visit alone 
to Helf’s. I found the double tree but no stump near by. I 
found that every post was nearly five feet high with two slightly 
loose in the ground. Nowhere was the fence sagged down. 
From the. top of every post, a short wooden arm held out a 
barbed wire. I had difficulty in climbing over twice, without 
damage. Had I attempted to step over that night, I would have 


20. A flash light might indeed have brought “misfortune” to the persons 
playing ghost. The conspirators were opposed to Dr. Carter taking any 
weapon, even a stick, or flash light, or wandering about as he chose. In 
short, as was suggested to the doctor in a letter, they behaved in a fashion 
quite inconsistent with their professed belief in spirits materializing in places 
of which no notice was given. 
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lacerated myself and ruined my clothing. This strange illusion of 
the night remains an insoluble mystery, (21) I never felt other- 
wise than normal during all these seances. I would yawn on the 
way home and then be sleepless, as after late coffee. Every morning 
I would feel bilious as I usually do after any nervous excitement. 
Concentration of attention might minimize some proportions but 
this remains an unsolved puzzle. I looked through the woods on the 
steep bank, into the empty shed and around, and found nothing sus- 
picious. As Helf was not at home I walked on to the haunted rock 
hollow. It is a very rough road, down a long hill. There is a high, 
heavily wooded hillside north of the hollow. The open field with 
a big rock in the middle slopes down to a rivulet, along which is 
a low stone wall. The basin extends south and curving around to 
the northeast is a ridge reaching to the gap made by the winding 
road, which descends into the brushy part of Blue Valley. It is 
another of those beautiful wild scenes which I have attempted to 
describe. Helf had told me of an old couple who lived alone in 
a deep wild hollow opposite his house. I went down next to become 
acquainted with them, Mr. and Mrs. W. They are vegetarians and 
keep no animals or conveyance. I eventually sold Mr. W. a set 
of bed springs. Mr. Cohn had promised them to bring out at any 
time from town any such purchases. He stopped once, but refused 
to take the springs, fearing they might damage his baskets. I 
assured him that we could tie the springs securely but he never 
did take them although I gave him privilege even if I was not at 
home. It seemed to me that there was some reason for this, as I 
shall later mention. 

After every trip, I would swear to my two friends that I would 
never go again or that I was disgusted at the silly conduct of my 
companions and their cowardice. ‘“‘ Why do they go again if they 
are so afraid?” was aptly asked. When the call came, I would 
conclude to go once more. On June 28th we went again, stopping 
at Helf’s long enough to let him know we would soon be back. (22) 


21. Unsolved but probably not insoluble, could all the facts be resurrected. 
Did he find the exact place in the daytime? Did he locate the same double- 
tree? [Dr. Carter responds: “ Yes, nearest the point. Even if it were the 
double next south, it would make no essential difference. Three other doubles 
were near the road.”]} 


22. Thus notifying Helf, and whomever he could reach. 
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There were a couple of men with him in the yard. We went on 
to the lane and this time the auto was turned homeward as we left 
it at the entrance. They did not wish to stay long and would not 
go to the gate unless I led the way over this rough and dark path. 
For the first and only time Mrs. F. left the others and went ahead 
with me as far as the gate. She would not go any farther, (23) 
neither were they willing for me to go on alone and stay awhile. . 
We then retreated and stood around awhile. We soon heard a 
clipping through the leaves of a big oak tree near by, but I heard 
nothing fall on the ground. This made the others uneasy and so 
we went to about half way to the road and stood there awhile. 
Soon there was a clipping through the leaves of another big oak 
near by. Then they wished to leave and Dr. J. who was ahead 
soon jumped back saying that he had seen something near the auto. 
He was unable to give any definite description but spoke as though 
it was a demon of some kind. I was then required to lead the way 
and I went on around to my place on the right of the auto. As I 
passed behind it, I noticed liquid on the ground and also examined 
underneath. I looked ahead to see if there was any water run- 
ning down the bank but saw none. I inquired where all that water 
had come from. Mrs. F. exclaimed, “ It’s gasoline!” Mr. F. dived 
under the auto, calling for his wrench, but was able to shut the open 
waste-cock without it. He estimated that eight gallons had been 
wasted, and feared that we could not get up the steep grade. It 
would be necessary to borrow gasoline from Helf when we got 
there. Mr. F. found two empty egg shells on the front seat. I 
found a cracked egg and a whole egg on the rear seat where Dr. 
J. and Mrs. F. always sat. I figured out a symbolic significance 
afterwards but must not mention certain professional knowledge. 
I said that someone must consider us a pack of fools and is going 
to give us the worst of it, but it was mean to let out our gasoline. 
My friends seemed to think it was the work of ghosts and appeared 


23. They “would not go farther”, because it was desired that Dr. Carter 
should stand around awhile, and hear the “clipping” in the trees, perhaps 


from objects thrown into the branches. Besides, there was the auto mystery 


to explore, and presently he was required to “lead the way” in order that he 
should apparently be the first to know about the escaped gasoline (which 


may have been mostly water, especially considering that “they did not fear 
an explosion ”). 














A Lesson in the Psychology of Deception. 301 


crestfallen. They did not fear an explosion from starting and as 
we went on Mr. and Mrs. F. intimated that it would be proper if 
I would buy the gasoline to take us to town. I asked Helf what 
he thought and he hardly thought anyone would be mean enough 
around there to let out gasoline. However, not long before some 
man who came from a distant city to pick blackberries had had 
all his gasoline let out by some one. Helf had no gasoline to spare 
but said we could get some at the first house beyond the State 
Farm. At Helf’s was one visitor, Derandt from the State Farm. The 
whole party except me rode up to the woods. I walked along very 
slowly and when I got just beyond the chestnut tree, I met Mr. 
F., Derandt and Helf coming back saying that it had been dis- 
covered that all the water was out of the radiator and they must 
get some from the house. I had just discovered two, big black 
forms standing in the middle of the field. One was apparently a 
heavy man, about six feet high, the other fully six feet high and 
very stoutly built. The largest stood motionless so long that I 
thought it was a woman’s form but they moved their limbs as 
though they were walking, but they were just marking time. When 
I would call them to come nearer, they would mark time and the 
same when I asked them to speak. Helf claimed he could not see 
them at all. Mr. F. claimed to see nothing except a stump. Helf 
had always claimed ghost blindness. Derandt said he could see one 
form but not two. He climbed the fence and went toward the ghosts 
a little way. Then he came back expressing his timidity. By this 
time I had gotten over the fence and advanced slowly to within fifty 
feet of the ghosts who remained motionless side by side. Then 
Helf and F. began telling that something white had appeared near 
the chestnut tree and I had better not get between the two. (24) 
I looked around trying to see, but there was nothing and they 
said it had quickly disappeared. When I looked to see ghost 
5 again the pair were walking toward the shed and woods. 
Derandt said he would run after them if we would come if he 
called for us. I said I would walk and follow him, which I did 
as he started on a run. When he got near the place where the 





24. Note the device of Helf and Derandt when they saw Carter slowly 
advancing toward the absurdly-acting “ghosts.” They invented “ something 
white” which would make it dangerous to get between the two. And at the 
same time the “ghosts” prudently retreated. Note the general play-acting. 
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ghosts had stood, he fell and I heard the twang of a wire, as though 
stretched. Derandt got up and ran around and would not reply 
to my inquiries as to whether he was hurt but was looking around 
for what struck him. I knew there was a coil of old wire in the 
field and said he must have stumbled over it. He told me that he 
had fallen before he got that far, that something had apparently 
struck him on the knees and he had struck the coil with his hand. 
He said he had once before seen a ghost in that field. By this time 
the other two men were carrying up some water. Derandt went 
down to the house and when he came along with his auto the 
lights went out. Some dull flashes of lightning had enlivened the 
scene. Our party soon went home. It was suggested that I pay one 
dollar out of a dollar and a half for gasoline and go and rouse 
the man, which I did. This man said he had heard of another recent 
case where all the gasoline had been let out for a stranger. At the 
time, I thought it perhaps fair enough that I share some expense 
with my friends. Mr. F. told me afterwards, that he found all the 
oil was let out, gasoline oil and water all drained. I had been 
favored, it was intimated, and might have been called on for assist- 
ance in case of breakdowns or repairs. As I had always waited 
to be invited, I after that gave them to understand that I did not 
expect to be held responsible for any share of expense. I had 
given them a good deal of my time and talent without expecting any 
return except this social reciprocation. 


(Concluded in July issue.) 
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INCIDENTS. 


The Society assumes no responsibility for anything published under 
this head and no endorsement is implied, except that it is furnished by 
an apparently trustworthy contributor whose name is given unless with- 
held by his own request. 


The following incidents were prepared and left for publi- 
cation by Dr. Hyslop.—Editor. 


A SIMULATED HAUNTING. 


The following incident from the records of Dr. Hodgson has 
its chief interest in the fact that it looks like a case of haunted 
house, but inquiry showed that it was a new place and the family 
was the first to occupy it and no trace of any death in it could 
be found. It is possible that some one was killed when it was 
building, but no evidence of that was given and possibly was not 
sought. But regardless of seeking a coincidence in that fact or 
possibility the real interest lies in the fact that four different 
persons had a dislike to the same room without having known 
the dream of Mrs. Morris. The incident will have to pass for 
what it is worth. Numbers of such cases might throw light on 
haunted houses without supposing them to be what they appear 
to be, tho it is just as possible to find. that, in spite of the real 
or apparent difference, such incidents as this might be reduced 
to the orthodox type. This one, however, will not decide it. 
All that we can say is that the coincidences do not seem to be 
due to chance and that they represent a haunted house in all but 
the haunting. —Editor. 


Mrs. Morris’s DREAM: COINCIDING IMPRESSIONS OF FIVE PERSONS. 


In the summer of 1879 we moved into a flat in Hotel Vine, 
Roxbury. The flat was situated in the lower or street floor, and 
was No. 1 on the right side of the entrance. It consisted of six 
rooms and bath-room, and the rooms were situated as follows: 


1. Parlor. 
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2. Bedroom opening out of the parlor, and occupied by my 
husband and self and boy of over two years. 

5. Bedroom, next to our room but not connecting with it, and 
opening out of dining-room. 

4. Dining-room. 

5. Kitchen opening out of dining-room. 

6. Servant’s room, opening out of kitchen. 

7. Bath-room, directly opposite bedroom numbered 3 on this list. 

I had looked at the flat several times before we hired it, and 
had been very anxious to have it. The night before we moved in, 
I dreamed that a very old friend of mine (one with whom I had 
been on intimate terms from girlhood) came to me and said “ May, 
I beg of you do not go into that house.” I asked why, but for a 
time she would not tell me; I dreamed also that another friend 
came to me, and said the same thing. The friend who came to me 
first, in my dream, returned and said the same thing even more 
urgently. I insisted upon knowing why. She said, “ There is some- 
thing dreadful in one of the closets.” 

Upon my refusal to take any notice of this, she led me to the 
closet in room numbered 3 on the above list. She opened the door 
and there against the wall, suspended from one of the hooks of the 
closet, hung the skeleton of a very large man. 

I did not mention this dream to any one for some time, and said 
nothing to any member of my family, not wishing to make them 
uneasy, and also, because I felt a little ashamed of the impression 
the dream had made upon me. 

We entered upon a lease of two years. The room was a par- 
ticularly bright and sunny one, and looked out upon the side alley 
which was unusually broad. 

It was occupied by a relative of my husband’s who resided with 
us, but I never told her of my dream, nor did she ever complain 
of any discomfort in the room, or any suspicion that it was unlike 
any other room in the house. 

But I, naturally, could not bear to enter the room, or think of 
it, and yet I have gone time after time, and stood before that closet, 
with the door open! I never saw anything in the room and I was 
never without the consciousness that there was something there in 
spite of all. After the person whom I said lived with us, had left, 
[ used to keep the door of that room closed, but the window was 
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kept open, and the sun streaming in gave the room a very cheerful 
appearance. 

One day a friend of mine who was visiting me said, “I do not 
know why, but I always connect the idea of that room with death.” 
“So do I, Louise”, I replied, “and that is why I keep the room 
shut up.” She said she had always had that feeling but had not 
liked to speak of it, for fear of disturbing me. 

I then told her of my dream. She thought it singular. 

Soon after that time, I found the care of my children at night 
required I should have more room, and I proposed to my husband 
that he should take the room I speak of. I had never told him of 
the dream, and therefore felt he could have no uncomfortable feel- 
ing about occupying the room. Since my coming to the house, I 
had had another child born to me, and I took the two younger chil- 
dren with me, and put Willie, my elder boy, with his father. 

One night on putting Willie to bed, he said to me, “ Mamma, I 
wish you would not put me here, I do not like this room. Some- 
thing in this room, mamma!” I was struck by the child’s remark, 
and also distressed to think I had put him in the room. 

I of course took him away instantly. A few nights after, my 
husband said, “I do not know why it is but I never can get a good 
night’s rest in this room; I positively hate it.” 

Then I told him of the dream I had had. This was more than 
a year after we went to live there, and he said that if I had told 
him that before we took the house nothing would have induced him 
to take it. 

A few days before we gave up the flat, which was the result of 
straightened circumstances, not from the influence of the dream, I 
had a woman working for me, and one whom I had employed several 
times. She was an Irish woman, but a very bright girl and one 
who had been educated and had served as lady’s maid in a family 
here in Boston for sometime, until she married. She was neat 
and tidy, and J] was much interested in her. She stayed all night 
(the nights before we left) and I assigned her to that room, as the 
furniture of all the other rooms had been removed excepting that 
of my own room. In the morning I noticed how haggard she looked 
and I asked her if she was ill. 

“ Oh, Mrs. Morris, I never had such a night in my life; I would 
not take fifty dollars and sleep in that room again!” 
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“Why Lucy, what was the matter?” I said, feeling very 
uncomfortable. 

“There is something that is not right in that room. I never 
slept a wink, and I did not dare put my head from under the cover 
for fear of what I should see. And I was like ice all night.” __ 

Here is the testimony of four persons who knew nothing what- 
ever of my dream, beforehand, outside of my own experience. 

What do you call it? I believe that some dreadful crime has 
been committed upon the site of the house, or that in the future 
something will occur in that place, (as I find upon strict investi- 
gation, that no one ever lived in that flat before Mr. and Mrs 
Hollingdale, and that no one ever died in the flat, as they were the 
first occupants, and went into the house when completed. ) 

M. L. M. 


181 TreEMoNT STREET, Room 16. Boston. 
July 18, 1887. 
DeaR Mr. HOLLINGDALE: 

I was told you called the other day at School Street. I am at 
181 Tremont Street, (address as above) for a time, and have put 
an assistant into my office on School Street. I am here daily—from 
9 A. M. to 12:45, and from 2:15 to 5 P. M. I shall be very glad 
to see you, and should be pleased if you could make me a call before 
long, as I am engaged upon a “ research” which I think will interest 
you as well, and as I wish to get your testimony in regard to the 
incident of the “ closet ” in one room of Hotel Vine. I think I have 
talked the matter over with you of my very singular dream con- 
cerning that flat? If not with you, your wife and I had more than 
one conversation concerning the matter. I am sure you will be 
willing to aid me in this. 

I was thinking of you, and speaking of you, and wishing to see 
you at the time, or within an hour of the time (beforehand) when 
you were looking for me at 28 School Street! 

Believe me, with best wishes, 
Yours very truly, 
M. L. M. 


SUPPORTING STATEMENT BY Mr. HOLLINGDALE. 


I remember distinctly Mrs. Morris saying that she had a most 
uncomfortable feeling in regard to a certain closet in the room open- 
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ing off the dining-room in the flat No. 1 in Hotel Vine. This feeling, 
I understood, was occasioned by a very unpleasant dream she had 
before coming to the hotel at all, and was the result of her seeing 
something in that closet (in her dream) which gave her a horror 
of the place. I do not remember that she ever told me what the 
object she saw was, but I do know that she told the whole circum- 
stances to my wife. 

We were the first occupants of that flat, and gave up the rooms 
to Mr. and Mrs. Morris and family, and removed to a flat on the 
same side of the hotel, but at the top of the house. 

I also remember Mrs. Morris telling my wife and self that she 
saw on one occasion, a figure in the bathroom of that same flat. 

Mrs. Morris was anxious to know what had transpired in that 
flat; if any one had ever died in it, or if we knew of anything that 
could account for the strange feeling several persons had in regard 
to that particular room. 

She also stated that she was positive something had occurred 
upon that locality, if not in the house, at least upon the ground; or 
failing that, that something was to occur in the future, on that spot. 


JEFFREY HOLLINGDALE. 


Mrs. Morris’s ADDITIONAL STATEMENT. 


Mr. Hollingdale recalled to mind this morning, what has escaped 
my memory, in treating of this subject, that I spoke to him and his 
wife of seeing a figure one day in the bathroom of flat No. 1, Hotel 
Vine, occupied at that time by my family. 

As I say, I had forgotten it, but when he mentioned it, this 
morning it returned to my mind vividly that I had seen the figure, 
and had spoken of it to Mr. and Mrs. H. only. 


M. L. M. 


From Lerrer BY Mrs. Morris. 
13 BEACON STREET, 


Boston, Feb. 6, 1888. 
DrEAR Mr. Hopcson: 


os * * * * 


I enclose a letter received from ‘the friend of whom I spoke in 
my communication concerning the house on Vine Street, in which 
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she speaks of the matter, and which, I believe, you wished to obtain 
if possible. I wish it were in my power to find the young Irish 
woman whom I employed at ‘that time, and who was made so 
uncomfortable by passing a night in the chamber alluded to; but she 
seems to have vanished utterly. 
* * * * * 
Very truly yours, 
MariAN LONGFELLOW Morris. 


CorROBORATION BY Mrs. F. J. Focarty. 


No. 1 PICKERING AVENUE, 
Roxsury, Feb. 2, 1888. 
Dear Mrs. Morris: 
I remember distinctly my telling you of my dislike in passing 

a room in your flat at Hotel Vine, as I had always connected the 
idea of death with the room, and also your speaking to me of your 
feeling in regard to the room, occasioned by a dream which you 
had but which you did not relate to me. 

Yours very sincerely, 


Mrs. F. J. Focarry. 


OTHER EXPERIENCES OF Mrs. Morris. 
28 ScHooL, STREET, Room 43. Boston. 
July 21, 1887. 

Mr. RicHarp Hopcson, 
Sec. of the American Society of Psychical Research, 

5 Boylston Place, Boston. 
Sir: 

You have asked me to give the society my experience in regard 
to the appearance of persons, and as to dreams, or other matter 


which may prove of interest as relating to the subject of Psychical 
Research. , 


I do this gladly as I am interested very greatly in the work the 
society is doing, and hope to do in a still greater degree, and to 
which each testimony of personal experience may prove an advance 
movement. 

Not knowing exactly what may prove of value and what not, 
it is likely I shall be prolix, but if so I trust you will excuse it. 
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I am perfectly well and strong, with the exception of an arm 
which has caused me much suffering for some three years or more. 
A case of inflammation of the nerves of the arm, from which it is 
not likely I shall ever recover. But otherwise I am well, and strong. 
I am not a timid woman, fortunately, as circumstances have com- 
pelled me to be in places and at hours that would affect very much 
a person who was timid. 

I have found that within the past five years I have not seen the 
figures to so great an extent as I used to, until within the past few 
months *—but my power or facility, whichever you may call it, has 
been steadily on the increase as far as a feeling of very intimate 
union with friends not in my presence, and also of the approach of 
friends,—sometimes of mere acquaintances. 

My feeling of strong repulsion to some persons is so great that 
it is at times all I can do to control it sufficiently to permit me to 
remain beside some passenger who may happen to occupy a seat 
with me in the train, though there will be nothing, perhaps, in that 
person’s appearance to justify my feeling. 

I mention these things, not for the sake of talking about myself, 
but in order to learn, if possible, what the feeling is that so governs 
me. 

The feeling which directs me to do this thing, or to leave undone 
that, amounts at times to a tyranny, from which I have often tried 
to escape, but as surely as I neglect a warning which I receive from 
it, I have reason to regret it. 

A case in point—though not a very grave one, perhaps. I had 
two silk umbrellas given me by friends, this last Christmas. The 
first a handsome one with a silver handle bearing my monogram; 
the other was plainer. On going into town one morning (I had been 
carrying the silver handled one for some weeks, almost exclusively), 
I felt a great reluctance to take it into town. “If I take it I shall 
break it this morning”, I said to myself; and I stretched out my 
hand for the plainer one. ‘“ There is that old feeling again; I will 
not yield to it—it is getting intolerable ’””—and I took the silver- 
handled one and went into town. 

In less than half an hour I had broken the umbrella—snapped 
the rod in twain getting out of the car. Needless to say I wished 





*For which I have my own theory, but that is of no importance to the 
society. 
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I had left it at home! 

I have enquired many times, among my friends, if they were 
influenced by things and persons as I am, and have failed to find 
that they were. 

The time has passed by when people can say there is nothing in 
these things, but the interest to discover what power it is that works 
in or by us, and to what it owes its existence, increases as time goes 
by. 

I shall be glad indeed if I can prove a factor in helping to attain 
that end. 

Thanking you for the kindly interest which you have taken in 
the data which I have furnished you from my own experience, some 
of which may perhaps have seemed puerile to you, I am 


Very truly yours, 
M. L. M. (Morris). 


CLAIRVOYANCE. 


The following incident is from the records of Dr. Hodgson. 
Some additional correspondence occurred with Mr. Hockin which 
is not concerned with this incident. Its primary interest is in 
the clairvoyant perception of things that does not look like tel- 
epathy. The contents of the writing were not obtained, but 
physical facts not in the central field of consciousness on the part 
of the supposed agent. 


STATEMENT BY J. M. HockIn. 


Dec. 17, 1890. 

In the spring of 1890, Mr. R. D. Robbins from Port Perry 
visited me at Truro. During the visit I had a vision which I de- 
scribed to Mr. Robbins, of a lady writing a letter. I saw a dining- 
room two steps down,—a lady was standing on the steps and reaching 
for bottle, ink and paper; I then saw her writing a letter, not to 
Robbins, but about him. The table was covered by a red cloth. 
This description proved to be right. I saw the place im persona 
six months later, and it was exactly like the vision I had in Truro 
which I described to Robbins. 
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CORROBORATION AND FULLER STATEMENT BY R. D. Rossins. 
Port Perry, ONT., 


Dec. 23, 1890. 
R. Hopceson, Esoq., 


Boston. 
DEAR SIR: 

Your favour of 20th inst. just received and I haste to reply. 

First. I am personally acquainted with Mr. J. M. Hockin, and 
know him to be a man in every sense of the word strictly honest 
and reliable, and a gentleman any person might be proud to call 
friend. 

Next, as regards the vision: Mr. Hockin had never seen my 
place, knew nothing of the surroundings. Had never seen Mrs. 
Robbins, and in every sense an entire stranger to them. He de- 
scribed my house accurately, even to the sub-divisions, and said, 
“T see a lady who I think is your wife. She is standing in a door 
at this moment leading from a sitting to a dining-room. ‘The dining- 
room is two steps lower than the other. She is now leaning her 
head on her hand in thought. Now she reaches to a shelf on her 
right; she is taking from it a pencil; she sits down to a table on 
which there is a red cloth; she has a piece of paper. She is writing 
about you but not to you; she has destroyed the paper.” I imme- 
diately noted the time, 8:45 P. M., and wrote home and immediately 
received a letter from Mrs. R., as near as I can remember as follows: 
“T was alone and lonesome. Nellie (my daughter) being out. I 
was standing in the door as described thinking of you. I looked 
toward the clock shelf and saw a pencil ; took it and a piece of paper 
and improvised two verses (which she frequently does). Having 
read them, I tore them in pieces. His description of the house and 
particularly the two steps between rooms was correct, and I regard 
the whole as a most wonderful exhibition of psychic force or power.” 

At another time Mr. Hockin, through his controls, cured me of 
a very severe head trouble, after the most celebrated Montreal 
physicians had pronounced it a very bad and dangerous case, I 
retiring at night, enduring great suffering and awaking in the morn- 
ing in perfect health and have remained so. This was eighteen 
months since. 

* * * * * 
Truly yours, 
R. D. Rossrins. 
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ALLEGED PROMNESIA. 


The following is from the records of Dr. Hodgson and 
represents the narrative of a coincidental dream, afterward con- 
jectured to be the reference into the past of a present impression 
and the interpretation of it as a dream, which further intro- 
spection suggests not to have taken place at all. What we now 
know of coincidental dreams, whether due to chance or other 
causes, would make the writer’s interpretation extremely dubious. 
It must be noticed that his first impression was that he had had 
the dream and his doubt of it arises, possibly, from trying to 
explain it. There is no evidence that he did not have the dream 
and the reference of present events to past time is so rare in 
normal minds, if it ever occurs at all, that scepticism can as well 
apply to that as to the coincidences apparently not due to chance. 
What occurs with the abnormal mind requires to be investigated 
more carefully. Alleged promnesia seems to occur there, but 
those who accept that view of the facts do not always, if ever, 
reckon with dissociation in which some associated incident of the 
real past is in the mind while the statement about the situation 
seems to apply to the present state. We may not get the whole 
contents of the insane person’s mind and accept his statements 
as adequately representing the facts, which may not be true at 
all. In the normal mind the distinction between the present 
experience and the past is measurably clear usually, and what is 
said about it may discriminate between the two parts of the whole. 
But in the abnormal mind, acting rapidly, the descriptive state- 
ment, indicating that it is a past event perhaps of another kind, 
may apply to a marginal past in consciousness either not recog- 
nized or not mentioned when recognized. People will believe in 
any sort of mental impossibilities or improbabilities rather than 
accept something supernormal, tho the excuse for it is not half 
so good as for the supernormal. Of course such a thing as 
promnesia is possible, quite as possible a priori as the super- 
normal, but it is not to be accepted any more hastily than the 
latter. If we can reduce alleged promnesia to an ordinary illu- 
sion of memory due to imperfect reintegration or to dissociation 
and illusion of identity we should do so rather than accept the 
superficial appearance of the phenomena. The author has not 
attempted to do this, and the incident is especially noticeable for 
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the reason that academic men are so ready to parade a mere 
conjecture as a fact while ridiculing the same process when it 
tells against their prejudices—Editor. 





New York, Nov. 7, 1901. 


During the spring of 1889, while I was Superintendent at Colum- 
bia College, I was seated in my office one afternoon when the door 
opened and there entered the Rev. O C . I arose 
from my seat and went forward and addressed him by name; he 
expressed his astonishment at my greeting him so familiarly, saying 
that I had him at a disadvantage as he did not place me. I told 
him my name and recalled to his memory that we had been school- 
mates as boys together at the town academy at Morristown, N. J., 
some twenty years previously. He at once remembered me and we 
sat down and had a very pleasant chat over old times. In the course 
of our conversation I told him what I thought was a rather remark- 
able coincidence, namely, that during the night previous I had had 
a dream in which I had seen him sitting in the little school-room 
at Morristown, and that when he appeared in the door therefore 
his name and face were fresh in my memory, and it was on this 
account solely that I was able to recognize him so promptly. 

After he had left my office I began to think over the occurrence, 
and came to the conclusion after thinking it out that I had had no 
dream at all on the night previous that I could recall, as I seldom 
if ever remember my dreams, but that as the door opened and my 
visitor entered his face recalled involuntarily to my memory the 
little school-room, and that I had projected my memory back to the 
first place in time when I could at the instant think it probable that 
this scene had come to it, namely, the preceding night in a dream. 





I do not know that I have made myself clear in my description 
of this occurrence, but I think from your experience in such matters 
you will readily understand what the experience was that I had. 
I have had brought to my attention a number of similar remarkable 
co-instances by friends and have been able to satisfy them that their 
experiences were simply cases of the dual action of the mind similar 
to the one that I have referred to above. 


Signed: H. F. J. Porrer. 
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BOOK REVIEW. 


Mind Energy, by Henrt Bercson, translated by Dr. H. Witpon Carr. New 
York, Henry Holt & Co., 1920. Pp. x, 260. 


This volume of lectures and essays, written 1902-1913, was originally pub- 
lished as L’Energie Spirituelle, and contains among other things Bergson’s 
presidential address to the Society for Psychical Research in 1913. In the 
first essay, “ Life and Consciousness,” he maintains that the brain is essentially 
the organ of choice, of attention to life. And in this and in the second essay, 
called “ Soul and Body,” he vigorously denies any scientific grounds for apply- 
ing mechanical determinism to the will and consciousness, and points out (p. 
49) that the Cartesian theory was the result of the generalization that the 
whole universe is an absolute machine. In the place of this view, Bergson 
reiterates his well known doctrine that spirit is the opposite of matter, even 
though incarnate in it. There is far more in mind than in the corresponding 
brain (p. 52); and, to a large extent at least, thought is independent of the 
brain. Even in aphasia caused by a cerebral lesion, sometimes an unusual 
stimulus will recall a memory, showing that the function of the brain is not so 
much to store memories as to recall them (p. 65). The order of eclipse in 
aphasia i¢ proper nouns, common nouns, adjectives, verbs. It is interesting to 
note that many psychic records show the same order of difficulty in the com- 
munications—proper names being notoriously hard to communicate, and verbs 
being sometimes used for nouns, as in the Harrison case (Proceedings A. S. 
P. R., Vol. 13, p. 285). Our whole past, therefore, still exists (p. 70). “If 
the mental life overflows the cerebral life . . . then survival becomes so 
probable that the onus of proof falls on him who denies it” (p. 73). 

These views are repeated in the Presidential Address, “‘ Phantasms of the 
Living’ and ‘ Psychical Research.” Bergson affirms his belief in telepathy 
(p. 81) and suggests that it may be operating all the time without our being 
conscious of it. He criticizes the statistical treatment of apparitions, at least 
of those containing a multitude of details, on the ground that the unique case 
is beyond the possibility of coincidence (p. 85). Much of the prejudice against 
psychic research is due to the fact that science has more and more concerned 
itself with mcasurement, a thing that does not apply to mental phenomena (p. 
89). If the mind is only partially localized in space by being attached to a 
body, it is quite possible that it contacts other minds much more than we 
realize. 

Dreams (Lecture IV) occur when memories combine with sensations, either 
external or visceral (p. 117). They are elaborated in much the same way as 
perceptions of the real world. The same faculties are being exercised whether 
we are awake or dreaming, but they are in tension in the one case and relaxed 
in the other (p. 127). 

Lecture V on “False Recognition” is one of the most interesting in the 
book. This is the sort of thing where one feels that a certain event or conver- 
sation has happened before. Bergson accepts the views of Janet and others 
that there is a duplicating of images caused by a lowering of the attention to 
life. There is a recollection of the present moment within that moment itself 
(p. 167). He fails to explain at all how it happens that a person having a 
false recognition not only has to do with the past and the present, but can in 
some cases foretell the future. 

In the space available it is not possible to give an adequate idea of these 
most suggestive essays, or to criticize individual points in detail. The book 
will repay a careful reading —Prescorr F. HAtt. 





